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LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 



PART L 

CHAPTER I. 
TRANSFORMATION. 

"All my life long," writes the late Lord Leonard, in 
that copious and strangely candid diary of his, which he 
must surely have intended, or half intended, for publica- 
tion, yet which cannot possibly be published, "I have tried 
to speak the truth, to see it and to face it, feeling assured 
that nothing else is worth while. But now that the end 
is at hand I am less confident. As for speaking the truth, 
that is, I believe, largely a matter of temperament: a man 
is what he has been made by Nature or his Creator, and, 
for my own part, I have no aptitude for lying. It remains, 
however, a question with me whether determination to view 
things exactly as they are is not, upon the whole, mis- 
guided energy. Certainly it does not promote happiness; 
for the truth, which is far more often than not painful, is 
sometimes downright hideous, and the vast majority, who 
perform their earthly pilgrimage in an atmosphere of illu- 
sion, seem to me to be a good deal better off without i^ 
than they could be with it. 
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* Et pourtant^' says de Musset, *elle est eterneUe^ 
Et ceux qui se sont passes d'elle 
Ict'bas ont tout ignori.* 

"Well, what then? Has not one of our own poets 
said, in words so apt as to have become almost proverbial, 
that 'where ignorance is bliss 'tis folly to be wise?' If I 
were delivering a homily to the young, and if there were 
the smallest chance of their listening to me, I really think 
I should advise them to close their eyes frequently and to 
accept with gratitude such flattering, deluding reflections 
as their mirrors might find means to bestow upon them. 
What, after all, does one gain by knowing the lamentable 
things that I know?" 

It is not certain that poor Lord Leonard always dis- 
cerned the truth, bravely, patiently and pathetically as he 
strove to do so. Facts, it may be, were too much for 
him and obscured a vision unskilled to penetrate beyond 
hard, undeniable facts. But he was ever an honest man, 
as well as a most sorrowful one. Incapable of deceiving 
himself, he may yet very naturally and comprehensibly 
have come to wonder, at the end of all, whether the faculty 
of self-deception be not amongst the most blessed of God's 
gifts to dwellers in an intricate, complicated world. His 
diary — so oddly bequeathed, together with other docu- 
ments, to the present slightly puzzled compiler, whom he 
was pleased to constitute his "literary executor" — cannot, 
as has been ^aid, be printed: what seems manageable is 
to present him and his story, under the convenient dis- 
guise of fiction and with the variations rendered impera- 
tive by discretion, to such readers as care to make ac- 
quaintance with the same. Thus presented, he will at 
least be intelligible; and this he never was to those who 
knew him in the flesh, unless perchance to one who saw 
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him with the unclouded, unerring eyes of childhood and 
loved him as indeed he deserved to be loved. It must 
be owned that, save in the case of that one, his habitual 
speech and manner afforded little clue to his individuality. 
With these few words of preface the slightly puzzled 
compiler begs leave to make his bow and withdraw. 

On a sunny afternoon of early summer two young 
Britannia cadets were seated, side by side, on the grass, 
looking on at a cricket-matdi in which one of them was 
too lazy and the other not quite proficient enough to take 
part. Archie Morant, dowered with an athletic frame and 
perfect health, in addition to the physical beauty and 
other charms which were destined at a later period to in- 
volve him in endless scrapes, could do pretty nearly every- 
thing that he liked, but only upon occasion liked to do 
things which entailed trouble; his companion, dark, sallow, 
and rather too tall for his age, had different tastes and 
slenderer capabilities for gratifying them. Hubert Leonard 
would have liked very well to be batting or fielding, had 
he been sufficiently good to be included in either team — 
always supposing, that is, that he could have preferred any 
privilege to that bestowed upon him by the society in which 
he found himself. But his affection and respect for the 
boy whose somewhat condescending friendship he enjoyed 
forbade him to quarrel with any situation of Morant's 
choosing. He listened deferentially, as he always did, to 
the latter's desultory talk and tried, as he often did, to rise 
to the level of a mental standpoint so loftily exalted above 
his own. Yet he was intelligent and reflective in a measure 
beyond his years, whereas Archie Morant never had been, 
and never could develop into, anything but a fascinating 
goose. Cultor veritatis from the outset, Hubert Leonard 



lO LORD LEONAiOD THE LUCKLESS. 

was debarred by his temperament from detecting an un- 
conscious fraud. 

The colloquy which he found so interesting, and which 
his friend had well-nigh monopolised, was suddenly inter- 
rupted by a summons from the Captain, who had just 
made his appearance on the cricket-field. This middle- 
aged, rosy-cheeked naval officer, who held an open telegram 
in his hand, received him with a countenance expressive 
of mixed emotions. 

"My dear boy," he began, "I have bad news for you. 
This shocking accident to the Scotch mail seems to have 
been an even worse business than was supposed." 

Young Leonard, not having looked at the daily papers, 
did not know that there had been a railway accident. He 
said "Yes, sir?" interrogatively. 

"Yes; it turns out that there were. several victims whose 
names were not at first reported, and I am very sorry to 
say that your uncle and both his sons were amongst them. 
A most terrible and tragic affair indeed ! But it is kinder, 
perhaps, to speak straight out than to attempt to break 
these things gently." 

The boy's big brown eyes, which were almost black, 
became somewhat dilated; but there was no sign of gather- 
ing tears in them as he gravely asked: "Does this mean, 
then, that I am Lord Leonard, sir?" 

The Captain was rather taken aback. "Heartless 
young beggar!" he thought to himself; "the idea that that 
should be the first aspect of the case to occur to him!" 
He replied aloud: 

"Oh, yes; it means, of course, that you succeed to the 
title. It also means that you will have to go to your 
mother at once. She telegraphs that she is starting for 
Leonard's End, and she wishes you, as I understand, to 
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join her there. You will be able to catch the express to 
Bristol if you look alive." 

Now, it is true that the above-mentioned aspect of the 
case had been the first to suggest itself to the Captain of 
the Britannia and that this explained the modified com- 
passion and sympathy so plainly legible upon his honest 
face; but then he had not been acquainted with the de- 
ceased peer, nor had he lost an uncle and a couple of 
cousins at one blow. "One hasn't, hang it all!" he re- 
flected, "such a devilish keen eye to one's own interests at 
the age of sixteen, if one is in any way a decent chap!" 

Poor Hubert was a very decent chap, and at no period 
of his career could he fairly be accused of an undue de- 
votion to his own interests. What might fairly be said of 
him, then and always, was that he knew not how to simulate 
what he did not feel. He had twice seen his uncle, who 
had sharply snubbed him on both occasions; of his two 
cousins he had seen nothing at all. Their dramatic removal 
fi-om this world affected him only in so far as it entailed 
a stupendous change, which he fully realised, in his posi- 
tion and prospects. To be transformed at a moment's 
notice from the impoverished and ignored son of a younger 
son into a great and wealthy nobleman is enough, surely, 
to shake the mental balance of any naval cadet; but it did 
not turn the sober head which surmounted our young 
friend's shoulders. Recognising distinctly what had hap- 
pened to him, he was far from rejoicing; for he had no 
desire to be rich nor any ambition to be eminent. Two 
things he had looked forward to and longed for — a life on 
the wide, open sea, which he loved, and (with luck) a con- 
tinuance of Archie Morant's intimate friendship. He was 
about, as he knew, to lose both, and he could have wept 
at the thought, had tears ever come readily to his solemn 
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eyes. But he was constructed of that human material 
which suffers undemonstratively, suffers long and has the 
air of not suffering at all, save from inexcusable weariness. 
On his hurried way down to the ship, he paused to take 
leave of the beloved chum who was to be his chum no 
more, and this he accomplished in terms of the crudest 
brevity. 

"I say, I've got to be off. My old uncle and both his 
sons have been killed in a railway smash, and Pm the 
next heir. This settles my hash. No going to sea for me 
now that Fm a lord, with a beastly big property; mother 
wouldn't hear of it, I'm sure." 

Young Morant started out of his recumbent attitude 
and whistled. "By Jove!" he ejaculated, "you are a lucky 
devil. Any shooting on your place?" 

"Oh, I suppose so; I've never been there." 
"Well, don't you forget me next autumn, that's all." 
"I won't forget you," the new Lord Leonard promised. 
"I must hook it now or I shall miss the train." 

The two boys shook hands upon that and parted, 
Morant afterwards calling out, "Hi! — have you got my 
home address?" 

The other nodded over his shoulder. 
"Because if you hadn't, I'd write and send it you." 
Leonard nodded again as he ran down the hUl. He 
had wanted to beg his friend to write, but had been deterred 
from doing so by that queer, sensitive diffidence which was 
one of his misfortunes. Morant, he suspected, would never 
take so much trouble without some prospect of an equi- 
valent Well, the shooting would evidently be regarded in 
that light, and he perceived, as he was destined again and 
again to perceive thereafter, that the precise advantage of 
being rich and powerful consists in consequent ability to 
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offer equivalents. The disadvantage consists, no doubt, in 
consequent- inability to distinguish gratitude from greedy 

Nobody who knew Mrs. Leonard — that stem, hand- 
some, upright, uncomplaining and highly capable widow — 
could have been so unjust as to call her a greedy person : 
whether she was of a grateful temperament or not nobody 
.was in a position to determine, her circumstances not hav- 
ing been such as to draw forth manifestations of gratitude. 
Upon an exiguous income, which her opulent brother-in- 
law had not dreamed of augmenting, she had contrived 
heroically to make both ends meet and to give her only 
boy the education of a gentleman; too proud to grumble 
and far too proud to soHcit pecuniary aid, she had dwelt 
since her widowhood in the obscurity of a tiny suburban 
villa, thus paying the penalty of bygone marital extra- 
vagances which she had been powerless to check. Lord 
Leonard, who had once upon a time defrayed a portion of 
his late brother's debts, rather particularly disliked her and 
took little or no notice of her. The remote contingency, 
which had now actually occurred, of Hubert's succeeding 
him had probably never for one moment entered into his 
calculations. Why, indeed, should it, considering that he 
had two fine, well-grown sons, and that he himself, a hale 
widower in the prime of life, was by no means disinclined 
to a second matrimonial venture? But improbability is no 
sure safeguard against the caprices of Fate or the decrees 
of an inscrutable Providience. It was to the latter influence 
that Mrs. Leonard piously preferred to ascribe a disaster 
which sent her post-haste, as in duty bound, to Leonard's 
'^End and caused her to despatch a telegram at once cate- 
gorical and concise to the Captain of the Britannia, Like 
her son, to whom she may have transmitted something of 
her own character, she accepted changed fortune without 
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outward elation; like him, she did not affect to mourn deaths 
which were in no sense a personal bereavement to her; but, 
unlike him, she was filled with an immense inward, sup- 
pressed joy. A gentlewoman by birth, she had been made 
to suffer horribly, albeit silently, by her enforced exclusion 
from the only society possible to her and the dreary re- 
sulting solitude in which her recent life had been spent 
Her feeling was that she had been dead and was alive 
again: if it had taken a catastrophe of the first magnitude 
to bring about her resurrection, the utmost that could be 
asked of her was that she should abstain from thanking 
God aloud for the method employed. 

When Hubert reached Leonard's End, a beautiful old 
Tudor pile in the midlands, the greater part of which was 
as ancient as his inherited barony, he found his mother 
not less composed, grave and gently unapproachable than 
was her wont She greeted him with a little dry kiss and 
read him a little dry homily, suitable to the occasion. It 
had pleased Heaven, she said, to call him abruptly to a 
great position, entailing serious responsibilities; it must be 
his endeavour henceforth to show himself worthy of the 
one and adequately to discharge the others. We are sent 
into this world, not to choose our manner of life, not to 
amuse ourselves or gratify our personal inclinations, but to 
perform a given task. He must never forget that he bore 
a title which had been worn by his predecessors for the 
best part of four centuries without stain or humiliation. 
The statement may have fallen a trifle short of strict his- 
torical accuracy; but it rang out with a certain sonorous 
appropriateness in the oak-panelled library which was the 
scene of its enunciation, and the boy was duly impressed. 
He never failed, indeed, to be impressed by his mother, 
although his sense of humour was somewhat more deve- 
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loped than hers. To the end of her days, and probably 
to the end of his, he held firmly to the belief that she 
was his intellectual and moral superior. So far as a con- 
stitutionally fearless being could be afraid of anybody, he 
was afraid of her, and during his boyhood, at all events, 
it did not so much as occur to him to question the finality 
of her decrees. It was, therefore, with only the faintest 
of faint hopes that he asked: 

"Must I cut the Navy, mother?" 

"It stands to reason that you must," was Mrs. Leonard's 
reply. 

He had felt sure that she would say so; yet he 
essayed one feeble, pathetic bid for liberty. "I believe, 
you know, it's about the only thing Fm fit for, and it's 
the only thing I want Mightn't I have just a few years 
of it? After all, lots of other fellows who have come into 
property began life as sailors." 

"Leonard," returned his mother gravely, (from that 
day forth she never addressed him as "Hubert" again), 
"you do not understand what you are talking about. If 
there is a single instance of one in your present position 
having been brought up as a naval officer, I can only say 
that I am not aware of it. To have been educated in 
that way would not be advantageous to you in after life, 
and it cannot be thought of. I very much regret that it 
is now too late to send you to one of the great public 
schools; but of course, when the time comes, you will go 
up to Oxford and take your degree. Meanwhile, the best 
that can be done for you will have to be done. It is a 
matter for consideration and consultation." 

She was not in the least likely to consult anybody, 
unless legally compelled to do so; nor, assuredly, would 
the slightest consideration be given to the boy's individual 
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views. He yielded, with a smothered sigh and without 
further words. He was fond of his mother, as she, after 
her peculiar fashion, was imdoubtedly fond of him; but 
they had never been upon terms of confidential friendship. 
His secrets remained his own; his longings and joys and 
sorrows and disappointments were for internal consumption 
only. It was in truth, for him, saying a gQpd deal to say, 
as he presently did: 

"I don't a bit like being Lord Leonard; I think it's 
an awful bore!" 

He was rebuked for talking in that way, which was 
stigmatised as "very silly and childish." It was pointed 
out to him that to be Lord Leonard was at least to be 
"somebody," (one must perhaps be somebody in order to 
appreciate at its full value the inestimable privilege of 
being nobody), and that it likewise entailed the putting 
away of childish things. What it apparently did not at 
all imply was any relaxation of discipline or any diminu- 
tion of the obedience due to elders and betters. Mrs. 
Leonard had thought the whole thing out in the course 
of a few hours' railway journey; she more or less saw her 
way, and to her way her son must necessarily conform. 
She was a very able, self-possessed, quietly insistent lady. 

Collaterals, lawyers, agents, stewards — a whole host of 
bewildered functionaries and hangers-on — were destined to 
find her so and to bow, not unwillingly, to her behests. 
There was really nobody else who, in a totally unforeseen 
situation and in the absence of precise instructions relating 
thereto, was qualified or entitled to take the lead, nor did 
she encounter any opposition. The arrangements for the 
triple obsequies which had to be solemnised in a vast crowd 
were undertaken by her and efficiently carried through; 
the reading of the late Lord Leonard's will, which proved • 
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by force of circumstances to be a practically inoperative 
document, left her in legal command; Leonard's End, 
with everybody and everything involved in the possession 
of that property, accepted her regency from the outset 
Easily and at once she became a personage in the county 
and remained for many years a highly influential per- 
sonage, respected, admired and, in a modified sense, be- 
loved. After the funeral rites, the new Lord Leonard, 
who had figured in the same and had produced a fairly 
favourable impression as a somewhat forlorn little chief 
mourner, addressed a modest request to her. 

"Mother, would you mind my asking Morant to come 
and shoot in September?" 

"You are too young," Mrs. Leonard answered, "to 
issue invitations in your own name. Besides, I do not 
know who Morant is." 

"He is a pal of mine and an awfully good fellow." 

"I suppose you mean that he is a friend and a school- 
fellow of yours; *pal' is a vulgar term which I would rather 
not hear you use. Well, if he is one of the Dorsetshire 
Morants, if he can be trusted with a gun and if he will 
not interfere with your studies, I see no objection to his 
being asked." 

"I promised," pleaded the boy, adding presently, 
"And September is a holiday month for everybody, you 
know." 

"Promises," observed his mother, "ought always to be 
kept, although they should not be lightly given. I will 
make inquiries about your young friend. Bear in mind, 
however, that great landowners, even while they are in 
their minority, cannot, consistently with duty, take long or 
frequent holidays." 

They very habitually do; but it may be said of this 

lj>rd Leonard* 2 
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rather exceptional landowner that up to his dying day he 
availed himself but little of privileges which he might have 
claimed. During the adolescent period, at all events, he 
was — wisely or unwisely — inured to hard work and denied 
all luxuries, save such as inevitably belonged to the stately 
ordering of his daily existence. To the end he never 
ceased to regret the sea, nor to yearn mutely and vainly 
for his forfeited insignificance. 

CHAPTER n. 
Miss JULIET VYSE. 

Mrs. Leonard had ideas upon the subject of educa- 
tion. It is a subject upon which most people have ideas; 
but these are, as a rule, quite harmless, inasmuch as most 
people are effectually restrained by the almost irresistible 
trammels of use and wont from putting them into prac- 
tice. Young England, in the upper-class sense of that 
term, goes through the mill which has turned out so many 
generations of its forefathers and emerges after the fashion 
that we see — not learned, perhaps not even adequately 
instructed, yet with the acquisition of certain qualities and 
characteristics which have their very definite value. What 
may have been a little unfortunate for the new Lord 
Leonard was that his mother was in the unusual position: 
of having a practically free hand with regard to him. 
Duly constituted colleagues in his guardianship were ap- 
pointed for her; but hers was always the determining 
voice, and all they ever did in discharge of their functions 
was to say ditto to her. What could she do? — what 
could anybody have done in her place? It was, as she 
had said, too late to send him to Eton or Harrow, and 
rather than expose him to the hazardous possibilities of 
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private tuition away from home, she resolved to conduct 
the training process under her own eye and with the aid 
of the best pedagogues obtainable for money. Such a 
process could not in the nature of things be wholly satis- 
factory: she rendered it less so than it need have been 
by the stringency of the methods which she prescribed. 
The ideal landowner is, no doubt, easily definable; but pos- 
sibly it may be said of him, as of a poet, nascitur, non fiL 
It is, at anyrate, hardly by snatching a would-be sailor out 
of his predestined groove and dinning the nature of his 
terrestrial duties perpetually into his ears that the ideal is 
likely to be evolved. 

The poor lad had a severe, cheerless, solitary youth, 
of which he did not complain, yet which left its indelible 
mark upon him through Ufe. He was taught many things, 
and was taught them as well as could be managed by a 
succession of able instructors; he developed a certain 
studious, literary aptitude and (for Mrs. Leonard was too 
shrewd a woman to ignore the indispensable demands of 
sport) became a fair horseman and shot: what he missed 
— and what happened to be essential in the case of one 
of his temperament — was companionship. Archie Morant 
(who proved, on inquiry, to be one of the Dorsetshire 
Morants and therefore eligible) was indeed permitted to 
spend a month with him and to walk up partridges in his 
company, escorted by a watchful keeper; but Archie 
passed out midshipman from the Britannia, was de- 
spatched forthwith to the North American station and 
came to Leonard's End no more. He answered one or 
two of his faithful chum's letters and then fell silent. He 
had no successor, nor in truth could he have had any; 
for such young fellows as were domiciled in the neigh- 
bourhood did not take much to the solemn, shy boy who. 
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had but few holidays in the course of the year and who 
was sensitively reluctant to thrust himself upon them. In 
short, the Lord Leonard who eventually matriculated and 
took up his residence at Christ Church was not all that 
his painstaking mother could have wished him to be. 
She had moulded him only too well; she had inbued him 
with a very strong sense of the duties and responsibilities 
attaching to his station; he was not, she felt comfortably 
sure, in any danger of bringing sorrow upon her by break- 
ing out into extravagance or debauchery; yet — he was, 
somehow, not a success. She realised that, and was se- 
cretly provoked with him; he also realised it, and was 
saddened. They both, it may be, longed for the un- 
attainable; they both felt that so young, wealthy and dis- 
tinguished a personage as Lord Leonard ought to be 
easily popular; and popular, poor fellow, he never was. 
His mother was of opinion that he had incurably bad 
manners; he himself only knew (and could at times have 
wept with the miserable consciousness of it) that he was 
unsympathetic 

Oxford, of course, did something for him. He made 
sundry acquaintances — friends they could scarcely be called 
— who accepted the hospitality which he was allowed to 
extend to them; his horizon became widened, and, being 
in some respects malleable, he assimilated that prevailing 
tone of his day which it would have been too absurd of 
him to fail in catching; but, in spite of all, he remained 
a lone figure. From start to finish the real man was oddly 
detached from his actual life; from first to last his heart 
was at sea, far away on the broad ocean which had 
acquired for him the glamour of passionately desired, for- 
bidden things. Somewhere in his diary he says — half- 
dejectedly, half-humorously, as usual — "I can't imagine 
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what Providence was thinking about when my soul was 
allotted to my body; I seem so very much like the out- 
come of an oversight. And yet, God knows, I have tried 
hard enough to accommodate myself to difficult circum- 
stances ! Perhaps, when all is over, the reason of my tragi- 
comic failure may be revealed to me, although it will then 
have only an academic interest." 

It was soon after his twentieth birthday that life sud- 
denly assumed for him the species of interest which is 
known by experience to every mortal of that age or up- 
wards. He was at home for Christmas, acting as host to 
a houseful of people invited by his mother; some of his 
mother's guests had accompanied him out hunting, but at 
the close of the short winter day he had lost sight of them 
and, which was more to be regretted, had, owing to a 
series of mishaps, likewise lost the hounds. He had just 
made up his mind that there was nothing for it but to 
make for the nearest road and jog back when he became 
aware that somebody on the farther side of a ragged fence 
a couple of hundred yards or so away was waving forlorn 
signals to him with a hunting-crop, and at the same time 
there reached his. ear, through the moist, misty air, in- 
articulate sounds as of a female voice imploring help. He 
cantered across an intervening stretch of plough, put his 
horse at a gap in the hedge, and, receiving too latfe a 
hasty cry of warning, narrowly escaped the disaster which 
had overtaken his predecessor. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, drawing a long breath, "I was 
afraid you were going to come to grief as I did. I didn't 
think you would try to jump it, although of course you 
were as little prepared as 1 was to find this hideous ditch 
on the other side." 

She w^s a tall, fair-haired girl whom he remembered 
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to have seen at the meet — the daughter, somebody had 
told him, of a certain General Vyse who had recently suc- 
ceeded to a property in the neighbourhood. Little sus- 
ceptible though he was to feminine charms, (for women, 
as a rule, frightened him and he had already made the 
dismaying discovery that a large proportion of them were 
quite undisguisedly desirous of marrying him), he had been 
struck at the moment by Miss Vyse's remarkable beauty, 
and this impression was renewed, despite the unbecoming 
aspect under which he now beheld her, with a broken hat, 
a torn habit and mud-plastered cheeks. Stiff and stark 
at her feet lay the little bay horse whom she had managed 
with noticeable grace and dexterity earlier in the day and 
whom she now apprehensively indicated with an out- 
stretched finger. 

"Would you mind looking at him?" she asked. "Is 
he — do you think he is — dead?" 

There could be no question about that; but Leonard, 
who had dismounted, made brief investigations. 

"I am sorr}' to tellyou," said he, looking up, "that 
your horse has broken his neck. Well, that's better for 
him, poor beast, than if he had broken his back, you know." 

This consolatory reminder was added hastily, awkwardly 
and in accents of almost angry protest; for there seemed 
every reason to fear that Miss Vyse was about to burst 
into tears. And indeed, undeterred by her companion's 
obvious discomfort, she did for a few minutes give way to 
not unnatural emotion, he meanwhile standing beside her, 
erect and mute, really very sorry, yet hopelessly at a loss 
for appropriate words. At length, much to his relief, she 
began to laugh, which was quite the last thing that he 
had expected her to do. 

"You look so funny I" she explanatorily and apologetic- 
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ally observed. And then: "Oh, I know! It's horrid when 
people start crying and when one doesn't know them well 
enough to tell them not to make fools of themselves. But 
don't be alairoed; I have done now." 

"I don't at all wonder at your being distressed," the 
young man managed to say. 

"I am sure you wouldn't if you knew what a dear, 
good little horse he was. And I can't bear to think that 
it is I who have killed him by asking an impossibility of 
him." 

"You couldn't tell that it was an impossibility," returned 
Leonard, beginning to feel more at his ease; "hounds were 
nmning, I suppose, when you rode at the fence." 

"Oh, of course; and although they were a field or two 
ahead of me, I thought I was only doing what other people 
must have done. I was sent flying and fell clear; but I 
was * knocked silly,' as they say. I wasn't quite certain 
what had happened when I came to myself and caught 
sight of you in the distance." 

"I'm very glad I was there to be caught sight of," he 
declared, a little surprised at himself both for being glad 
and for having the audacity to say so. 

"Well, yes; it was fortunate," she agreed. "Though, 
after all, I don't quite see what you can do for me." 

What he could do, and what, with some little difficulty, 
he did, was to remove her saddle from her dead horse 
and to place it upon the back of his own, thus enabling 
her, should. such be her good pleasure, to ride straight 
home, and it was characteristic of him to suggest a course 
which she was bound, in ordinary proper feeling, to scout 

"What? — and leave you to tramp all the way to 
Leonard's End, with your saddle on your arm!" she ex- 
claimed* 
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**You know that I live at Leonard's End, then?" said 
he interrogatively. 

"Of course I know who you are; doesn't everybody 
know? But you can't be expected to know that I am a 
humble person of the name of Vyse and that I live at a 
place called Old Park, only about two miles away from this." 

"If Old Park is not more than two miles away," he 
returned, again surprising himself by his own temerity, and 
failing to perceive that she had rendered his response quite 
inevitable, "wouldn't the simplest plan be for me to walk 
there beside you and change saddles again at the end of 
the walk?" 

She agreed that that plan would have the advantage 
of simplicity. She likewise owned to having been some- 
what shaken by her fall and to a disinclination for trudg- 
ing a couple of miles across country in her riding-habit. 
Nevertheless, she had scruples and felt bound to utter ex- 
pressions of gratitude from which she desisted when she 
saw how very uncomfortable they were making her shy 
rescuer. He, on his part, apologised rather gruffly for 
compelling her to travel at a foot's pace; but she assured 
him that she did not mind that. 

Would any unmarried young woman in the county have 
minded it? He may have put the question to himself (for 
even at that early age he was an inveterate seeker after 
truth) while he plodded along by her side through the 
deepening twilight; but long ere tliey reached their destina- 
tion he had arrived at the happy conviction that this beauti- 
ful, amiable, easy-mannered Miss Vyse was not as other 
young women are. Possibly she was not: at all events she 
did not, in the course of conversation, behave as other 
young women had of late so disquietingly begun to do. 
CQuy^rs^tioQ was ^t fi^st c^rrie4 on almost exclusively by 
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her; but gradually she drew him out and soon they were 
exchanging something in the nature of confidences. She 
told him that she was one of a large family, not too well 
off, though much improved in circumstances by their late 
acquisition of a modest estate; she mentioned that they 
had hitherto, for economical and educational reasons, 
resided a good deal abroad; she briefly described her 
parents, her brothers and her sisters, and confessed that, 
much as she enjoyed hunting, the idea of spending the 
rest of her days in the dignified monotony of English 
country life appalled hen 

"But I daresay that won't happen to me," she quite 
innocently and unafiectedly added. 

He was persuaded, in return, to give her some account 
of himself, of how bored he was by his big position, how 
solitary, how destitute of genuine friends. She listened, 
with an air of half-amused comprehension and kindly com- 
passion, until at length — making a sudden forward stride, 
after the fashion of shy folk whose shyness has been tem- 
porarily dispelled — he blurted out: 

"Do you know. Miss Vyse, I believe we might be great 
friends, you and I, if — if you were so disposed." 

"Oh, that remains to be seen," she laughed; "we are 
scarcely out of the preliminary stage yet, are we? Though 
I must say that you have begun by playing the part of a 
friend in need." 

He was so easily snubbed that the above very mild 
discouragement sufficed to put him to silence, and on their 
arrival at the entrance -gates of Old Park, a substantial 
red-brick mansion which stood at no great distance from 
the highroad, his unwillingness to enter and be thanked 
by General and Mrs. Vyse was manifested with such un- 
equivocal c^dour that J>he w^§ fain to dismount, deposit 
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her saddle at the lodge and take leave of him. After all, 
it was for Lord Leonard to decide whether or not the 
initiated acquaintance should assume a more formal char-, 
acter. 

He said at parting that he would give instructions, on 
his way home, for the transport of the poor little bay 
horse's remains to Old Park, and so rode off — not yet de- 
finitely in love with Miss Vyse, but pretty plainly destined, 
at her will, to become so. 

He became so definitely, as a matter of fact, some ten 
days later, when General and Mrs. Vyse, with their eldest 
unmarried daughter, were included in one of the dinner- 
parties by means of which Mrs. Leonard periodically dis- 
charged her duty to her neighbours. 

" Quite nice people," that lady remarked, on being in- 
formed of her son's little adventure; "there have been 
Vyses at Old Park for two hundred years or more, I be- 
lieve. I have exchanged cards with them, and they are 
coming to dine on I forget what evening. The daughter 
is pretty, they tell me. Tiresome for her to lose her horse, 
and still more tiresome for you to be obliged to mount 
her on yours; but hunting women are always liable to get 
themselves and others into trouble. Girls didn't hunt 
when I was young, and wouldn't hunt now if they had in- 
telligence enough to understand their proper vocation." 

She disposed of the incident in that airy style. She 
had no fears with regard to her son's affections, seeing that 
the time had not yet come to seriously contemplate a 
matrimonial alliance for him, and that she counted upon 
his more or less willing acquiescence in her wishes when 
that time should come. There are, of course, plenty of 
spoilt children in the world; but of spoilt parents — a far 
more unmanageable race — only a few specimens exist, and 
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Mrs. Leonard belonged to the latter category. So habituated 
was she to getting her own way that she accepted that 
way as the only one worth taking into practical account, 
and indeed she had soHd grounds for that assumption. 
Nobody who knew her and her son would have dreamed 
of backing the nominal head of the family in the event of 
a conflict between them. 

Nevertheless, he lost his heart to the divinely tall, 
divinely fair Juliet Vyse without stopping to wonder whether 
his mother would let him or no. It was perhaps her sing- 
ing that did it; for he had a sensitive musical ear, while 
her admirable voice, admirably produced and trained by 
the best professors in foreign capitals, was of an order 
rarely met with in these islands. She sang to the com- 
pany after dinner, achieved a success which may have 
been due rather to the volume than to the exquisite quality 
and management of her organ, and reduced her grave, 
silent host to a permanently kneeling posture at her feet. 

Not, to be sure, in a literal sense; he was far too diffi- 
dent, too lacking in self-confidence for that. Yet he realised 
that he had encountered his fate and that if he did not 
eventually marry Juliet Vyse, he would at. least never love 
anybody else. Probably she, on her side, was not uncon- 
scious of having made a conquest which was evidenced by 
remarkably little in the shape of overt demonstration; for 
she was a bright, intelligent girl and, although she was 
but nineteen years of age, opportunities had been given 
her of studying the male sex. She was not in any special 
degree attracted by this reticent youth; still his attentions, 
such as they were, could not but flatter her, and she thought 
it rather nice of him, with his historic title, his lands and 
his great income, to be so absurdly modest 

"I suppose," she could not help saying, during the 
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progress of a private colloquy which had been brought 
about by his seating himself abruptly in front of her, "it 
hasn't yet dawned upon you that you are a territorial 
magnate of the first water." 

"Oh, that has dawned upon me," he answered, with 
the evanescent, vaguely rueful smile habitual to him; "if 
I didn't know myself for a territorial magnate by this time, 
I should be blind and deaf indeed. But what then?" 

"Nothing, perhaps, except that it behoves you to give 
yourself proportionate airs." 

"Well, if you think I ought, I'll try. I don't quite see 
why I should, though." 

"Only because everybody in this world is so apt to be 
taken at his or her own valuation," replied the experienced 
young lady. 

Lord Leonard considered for a moment. "What a bad 
look-out for me!" he remarked. "Won't you, in this in- 
stance, depart from the general custom and put your per^ 
sonal estimate upon me?" 

"Yes, as soon as I am able to form one; but my per- 
sonal estimate won't count for much, I am afraid." 

"If yours doesn't, nobody's will," he rejoined. 

He had the oddest way of coming out with these bold 
announcements and then retreating precipitately into his 
shell. Possibly he thought that he had gone far enough 
for one evening; at anyrate, he remained defiantly reserved 
and stiff during the remainder of it. If General and Mrs. 
Vyse, who deemed themselves beholden to the young man 
and were courteously anxious to acknowledge their obli- 
gation, had any complaint to make of him, it certainly 
was not on the score of his omission to assume airs cor- 
responding to. his social standing. In their opinion, he 
was almost rude, and they gathered that he wished to see 
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no more of them — a perfectly legitimate conclusion, although 
an erroneous one. As a matter of fact, he rather liked 
the grey-bearded old gentleman and the little, faded old 
lady to whose advances he responded in monosyllables 
and who were, as his mother had pronounced them, "quite 
nice people;" but they did not interest him, and it was 
one of his many misfortunes, that he was never, all his 
life long, able to feign an interest where he felt none. 

After such of the guests as were not staying in the 
house had departed, Mrs. Leonard thought it right to take 
her son to task. 

"You should endeavour to be a little more civil to our 
neighbours, Leonard," said she. "Even if some of them 
are rather dull, you should remember that that is the case 
in all country neighbourhoods, and really the Vyses seem 
to me to be above, not below, the average of their class." 

"Wasn't I civil to them?" he wonderingly asked. 

"I am sure you did not give them that impression. 
You so seldom do convey that impression, alas!" 

He was aware of only too seldom doing so, and his 
penitence was sincere. He might, however, have been 
consoled had he been informed of the impression that he 
had conveyed to Miss Juliet, who already understood him 
a good deal better than her parents — or, for the matter of 
that, than his own mother — did. 

CHAPTER in. 
LIMITED INDEPENDENCE. 

General Vyse was a good-humoured old gentleman, 
not in the least prone to take offence where none was 
meant; but he certainly did think that young Lord Leonard 
l\ad been rather markedly deficient in cordiality to ^him, 
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and he therefore refrained from making any further ad- 
vances when they next met, a few days later, at the covert- 
side. The young man, however, at once ranged up along- 
side of him and began interrogatively: 

"Your daughter is not out to-day?" 

The General laughed. "She has, unfortunately, the 
best of reasons for staying at home, poor girl! I daresay 
it wasn't altogether her fault that she managed to kill her 
mount the last time she followed the hounds; but then it 
isn't mine that I can't afford to replace him just at present. 
I might pick up a screw cheap for her, it's true; but — " 

"Oh, you mustn't think of doing that," interrupted the 
other hastily; "in such a country as this it wouldn't be 
safe." 

"Exactly so. The next spill might be fatal to her own 
neck, and, inconveniently large as my family is, I don't 
wish to reduce its numbers in that way. So I am afraid 
Juliet will have to postpone her hunting until next season." 

"Unless she cared to take a horse I want to get rid of. 
He has perfect manners, is quite sound, is a clever fencer 
and has carried a lady. May I send him over for her to 
try?" 

ITie General hoped it was not impertinent to inquire 
why Lord Leonard was anxious to get rid of a sound 
horse who was a clever fencer and had perfect manners. 

"Well, I doubt whether he is quite up to my weight," 
answered the young man, who, although rather more than 
six feet in height, had not an ounce of superfluous flesh 
on his slight frame and who must at this time have ridden 
under twelve stone. It was as near an approach to a He 
as he could compass, and the utterance of it caused him 
to look sheepish; but his visible embarrassment was, naturally 
enough, misconstrued. General Vyse politely thanked him, 
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accepted his kind suggestion and wondered what was wrong 
with the animal. 

There was absolutely nothing wrong with the hand- 
some, well-bred, clean-limbed chestnut which a groom rode 
over to Old Park on the following day, and which sub- 
sequently carried Miss Vyse in triumph to the close of the 
very best run that she had ever enjoyed in the course of 
her brief experience. He had no discoverable defects, that 
is to say, save the only too obvious one of being quite out 
of the question. General Vyse stated as much, with a re- 
gretful sigh, while on the homeward way in the dusk of 
evening. 

"My dear fellow," said he, (for the day's sport had 
furnished episodes of a nature to foster the growth of 
familiarity between him and one of his companions), "I 
can't even make you an offer, worse luck ! If you were to 
send that horse up to TattersalPs this week, you would be 
certain of getting at least double the price for him that 
my poor means allow me to contemplate. Why you want 
to sell him I can't imagine; but it is very evident to me 
that there wouldn't be the slightest use in my wanting to 
buy him." 

"Oh, but I don't want to sell him," his rather maladroit 
owner declared. "He is a game horse, and, as I have no 
personal use for him, my object was to find him a good 
home, if I could. So I was in hopes that he might suit 
Miss Vyse, and — and — he does suit you, doesn't he?" 

This superfluous query was addressed to the young 
lady who had just won her first brush, and who answered, 
with a suggestion of annoyance in her laugh, "I am afraid 
that is neither here nor there, Lord Leonard." 

It was too stupid of him to make rejection of his de- 
lightful offer ui;iavoidable\by putting it forward in that un- 

\ 
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equivocal style; but she was, of course, powerless to bring 
a sense of his stupidity home to him. Her father promptly 
undertook that task. 

"Eh? — make us a present of the horse? Very kind 
of you, I'm sure, very kind indeed; but — I hope you'll ex- 
cuse a man of my age for telling you that such things 
aren't done. You will understand why when you have 
lived a few more years in an inquisitive, censorious world. 
Many thanks to you, all the same, my dear fellow." 

This more than sufficed to reduce to crushed silence 
a would-be donor who, despite his tender years, under- 
stood why gifts, coming from him, might be pronounced 
unacceptable. He muttered something incoherent, changed 
the subject and reverted to the coldly distant manner which 
the various excitements of the chase had led him to dis- 
card. But when the time came for him to take leave of 
his friends he profited by the circumstance of General 
Vyse's having ridden on a few yards ahead to say in a low 
voice to Miss Juliet: 

"I am sorry you won't have the chestnut, and I apo- 
logise for what seems to have been a piece of impertinence 
on my part. I didn't know that asking you to take him 
off my hands would be considered impertinent." 

"Oh, nobody considers you impertinent," she rather 
drily returned; for she was still a good deal vexed with 
an admirer who knew so ill how to express his admira- 
tion and who, with just a little tact, could so easily have 
enabled her to please herself as well as him. 

"Only you don't choose to be ever so slightly beholden 
to me? Well, as I said before, I am sorry, that's all." 

"So am I," the young lady declared, with perfect truth 
and perceptible impatience. She added , in somewhat 
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mollified accents, "Let me thank you, nevertheless, for 
having given me a glorious day." 

"Which, according to your father, is likely to be the 
only day, glorious or otherwise, that you will have with 
the hounds this winter." 

She shrugged her shoulders. "Half a loaf is bettter 
than no bread. Besides, hunting isn% fortunately, one's 
sole resource. There are other possible amusements and 
enjoyments." 

He would fain have inquired to what amusements and 
enjoyments she thus darkly alluded; but he had neither 
the requisite courage nor the time for so doing. The 
General called out a cheery "Good-night," Miss Juliet, 
touching her horse with her heel, nodded to him, and he 
turned tail, vaguely jealous, definitely and absurdly con- 
scious of implied rejection. Timidity and pride, humility 
and conceit are so closely allied that anybody who likes 
to take that view of the young man's character is quite 
entitled to ascribe his despondency to a morbid, exaggerated 
vanity; yet he never in truth suffered from any form of 
this common malady, although it has very frequently been 
imputed to him. His melancholy conviction at the time 
was that the girl whom he already worshipped did not 
care a button for him, and indeed the chances are that 
he was not far wrong there. It was, however, unnecessary 
to assume further, as he did, that she wished to see no 
more of him. What spinster in England — be she never 
so beautiful, never so attractive, never so magnificently dis- 
interested — deprecates intimacy with an unmarried, wealthy 
and subservient peer of the realm? 

But Lord Leonard, to be sure, was still in leading- 
strings, while his mother, it might be taken for granted, 
had matrimonial ambitions respecting his future* Miss 

Lord Leonard, 3 
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Vyse, if not wholly ignorant of the conquest which she had 
achieved, valued this at what it might be worth — which 
was obviously not much — and accepted without disturb- 
ance of equanimity the sterile results thereof. He soon 
returned to his studies at the University, having made no 
attempt to see her again, and, since she was not in love 
with him, nothing was easier than to dismiss him from 
her thoughts. Moreover, as matters fell out, she was 
furnished with aids to oblivion by the kindly action of a 
relative who, being widowed, rich and alone, offered to take 
charge of her during a London season. Such chances are 
not to be refused by young women whose parents cannot 
afford the luxury in question, nor did Miss Juliet wait to 
be asked twice. Thus many months elapsed before she 
was once more brought into contact with one who through- 
out those months had been dreaming of her daily, not to 
say hourly. 

That he idealised her in his dreams was a matter of 
course: he would have done that, had she been a much 
less promising subject for idealisation than she actually 
was. She was not, perhaps, all that his fancy painted her; 
yet the unbiassed narrator may fairly say that she was a 
nice girl, as girls go — good-tempered, well-intentioned, well- 
principled, by no means stupid, and of a beauty quite in- 
contestable. Leonard was not in the least disappointed in 
her when at length he had the bliss of shaking her by the 
hand once more. This was on the occasion of the festivities 
which attended his coming of age in the ensuing autumn 
and which culminated in a ball at Leonard's End, whereat 
the entire nobility and gentry of the county assembled in 
•their best clothes. She was prevailed upon to dance with 
him three times, although he was a shocking bad dancer 
and knew himself for what he was; she was very pleasant, 
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friendly and chatty; he could not help hoping that she 
rather liked him, notwithstanding her significantly frank 
friendliness. 

"I don't suppose," said he, in his abrupt way, "that 
you have missed me a bit all this long time." 

She laughed and confessed that she had not exactly 
yearned for him. "I have been away from home almost 
ever since I saw you last," she explanatorily added, "and 
I couldn't very well miss you in London, where we have 
never met, could I?" 

"As far as that goes," he returned, "I have never had 
the happiness of meeting you at Oxford." 

"i^d, in spite of that, an Oxford undergraduate has 
paid me the compliment of missing me? How flattering!" 

"It isn't a question of flattery; I am no use at flattering 
people. I don't forget the people whom I care for, that's all." 

This boast seemed to amuse Miss Vyse, who laughed 
again before inquiring, "Am I reproached for forgetting 
you or for not caring for you?" 

"You aren't reproached for anything; what possible 
right could I have to reproach you? I only wondered 
whether you had sometimes given me a thought." 

She looked at him curiously, while he drew himself up 
and frowned, which was his method of exhibiting the bashful- 
ness which alternated in so quaint a fashion with his 
temerity. He was at once transparently intelligible and 
perplexing. He could not but mean her to understand 
that he was smitten with her, nor could she fail to be a 
little exhilarated by consciousness that she had the hero 
of the hour at her feet; but as for serious intentions — 
well, it was at least doubtful whether he would be permitted 
to harbour serious intentions. She remarked, after a pause: 

"So now you are your own master." 

3* 
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"Oh, nominally," was his apposite reply to an implied 
query which he may or may not have felt to be pregnant 
"In the eyes of the law I am an independent being; but for 
all practical purposes I have got to do as I am told. 1 sup- 
pose that is the case even with despotic sovereigns, isn't it?" 

"I don't know. Yes, I daresay it is. Are you suf- 
ficiently emancipated and sufficiently short of amusements 
to come over and play lawn-tennis with us one of these 
afl;ernoons?" 

He jumped at the suggestion like a trout at a dry fly, 
"Oh, may I? Of course 1 should like nothing better." 

He did not, in the sequel, Hke it quite as much as he 
had expected; for Miss JuHet was one of a very large 
family, and her juvenile brothers and sisters had no notion 
of discreetly absenting themselves during the intervals of 
play. Still, it was something to be admitted, as he speedily 
was, to their unqualified intimacy. Day after day he rode 
over to Old Park, no one forbidding him, and took his 
share in a series of hotly contested matches, with Juliet 
always for his partner. The boys and girls who were their 
opponents carried on the struggle with very great serious- 
ness; Juliet herself was an enthusiastic performer at a 
game which had in those times reached the summit of its 
popularity; the old people looked on at the young people, 
and gave them tea during the brief interval allowed for 
refreshments. It was all pleasant enough; only it afibrded 
very few opportunities to one who was deeply, not to say 
ostentatiously, in love. 

General and Mrs. Vyse either did not see or preferred 
to ignore what was so patent Perhaps they did not feel 
called upon to discourage the visits of an eminently desir- 
able suitor; perhaps, too, their daughter's demeanour may 
have given them a certain comfortable sense of freedom 
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from responsibility. For if it was visible that this paJe, grave 
youth had lost his heart to Juliet, it was equally so that 
she had not yet lost hers to him. Why, indeed, should 
she? He was not bad-looking; but, setting his extrinsic ad- 
vantages aside, he was scarcely the sort of person to carry 
by assault the affections of a girl who was universally ad- 
mired; so that little harm would have been done in the 
highly probable event of his being constrained after a time 
to transfer himself and his extrinsic advantages to a more 
lofty social sphere. Meanwhile, glittering possibilities re- 
mained. Thus Juliet's parents may have reasoned, and 
thus, no doubt the majority of parents in their situation 
would have reasoned. 

Parental duties and obligations presented themselves in 
a somewhat different light to Mrs. Leonard as soon as that 
masterful lady found out what was going on. Honouring a 
garden-party at Old Park, one afternoon, with her presence, 
she noted that her son never left Miss Vyse's side unless 
compelled to do so, nor quitted her with his eyes even 
then, and, although more amused than alarmed, she deemed 
it well to breathe a word in season to her hostess. 

"Your daughter," she remarked, in patronising, but 
quite good-humoured accents, "is an extremely pretty girl, 
and so my son appears to think. I hope you don't mind.'* 

"Mind his thinking her pretty?" returned the other 
lady nervously; for she was constitutionally timorous and 
Mrs. Leonard always overawed her. 

"I meant that I hoped you didn't mind his telling her 
so. Oh, not in plain words, of course 1 Mere boy though 
he is, and imimportant as anything that he might be silly 
enough to say would be, he would not, I know, have the 
impertinence to do that. Still, he ought not to behave as 
be is doing, and I sbouW be very sorry if be were to give 
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you any cause, however trifling, for uneasiness by his 
conduct." 

"I don't feel at all uneasy," Mrs. Vyse declared, be- 
coming a little pink and plucking up the sort of courage 
which a hen bird so pathetically assumes when her off- 
spring are insulted or menaced. "It has been a great plea- 
sure to us to see Lord Leonard here, and I hope he has 
enjoyed his games of tennis with our children; but he is, as 
you say, a mere boy. Juliet, who has seen plenty of young 
men lately and who has, between ourselves, refused more 
than one good offer of marriage, has never, I am sure, 
dreamt of regarding him in any other light." 

"Indeed? So much the better, then. At the same 
time, it is perhaps just as well that he will be going off to 
Scotland for deer-stalking in a few days and that he will 
not return home again during the long vocation." 

"Oh! — he did not tell us that he was going to Scot- 
land," was Mrs. Vyse's surprised and rather foolish com- 
ment upon an announcement which vaguely mortified her. 

"That," observed the more self-possessed matron drily, 
"may have been because he did not know he was going. 
But it is in many ways advisable that he should go. All 
these things are part and parcel of his necessary train- 
ing." 

All what things? The young man put that question to 
his mother while they were driving away together and when, 
in informing him that he would be welcomed shortly at the 
Highland shooting-lodge of a certain cousin of theirs, she 
reiterated the above phrase. Her compendious reply was: 

"The things which belong to your station in life. In 
Scotland you will be thrown with people of your own sta- 
tion; the people with whom you have been thrown of late 
scaicely come into that category." 
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"If you mean the Vyses," he protested, "surely they 
are as good as we are!" 

"In one sense they may be a great deal better; in an- 
other they cannot quite take rank as our equals. I am not 
a worldly woman, nor, so far as I am aware, has anybody 
ever called me a snob; but we must take the world as we 
find it and recognise distinctions which have not been 
created by us. Miss Vyse, for instance, is a charming 
young lady; yet she is not by position one of those whom 
I should wish to see you choose as your future wife." 

"Oh," returned Leonard, with a short, rueful laugh, 
"you need not disquiet yourself on that score; she wouldn't 
accept me if I asked her." 

"I am sincerely glad to hear it I think, nevertheless, 
that, for her sake as well as your own, these daily visits 
of yours had better cease." 

He was inclined to the opinion that — for his sake, at 
anyrate — they had better cease. He had, as it chanced, 
been snubbed that afternoon; he was dejected, dispirited, 
almost certain that Juliet's indifference was unconquerable. 
Otherwise, submissive though he was, he might have kicked 
against that deer-stalking project, which did not attract 
him; for he had, somewhere deep down in his internal 
economy, a will of his own, with which his mother was 
destined to make ultimate acquaintance. He gave her 
just a hint of its existence by remarking: 

"I am not going to marry a girl whom I don't love, 
whatever her social position may be." 

"At the age of one-and-twenty," Mrs. Leonard boldly 
affirmed, "it is impossible for any man to know whether 
he is really in love or not." 

He did not dispute that authoritative assertion; he did 
not confide in his mother, who indeed never encouraged. 
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him to be confidential. In her view, doubtless, the es- 
sential thing was that he should obey her, and this he was 
apparently just as ready to do, now that he had passed 
beyond the stage of tutelage, as he had been throughout 
his childhood and boyhood. She flattered herself, not 
without reason, that he realised how much better qualified 
she was to order the course of his life for him than he 
could be, if left to his own devices. 

He paid, a few days later, a visit of farewell to Old 
Park which entirely confirmed his melancholy conviction 
as to Miss Vyse's sentiments. 

"I shall really miss you this time," she declared, with 
a bright smile which belied her polite statement. "The 
only consolation is that at the present season of the year 
a few wet days are enough to put a final stop to lawn-tennis." 

"You won't," he sorrowfully remarked, "regret my ab- 
sence half as much as I shall regret it" 

She shrugged her shoulders and raised her eyebrows. 
"Then, if it isn't an impertinent question, why absent 
yourself?" 

"Because I am not wanted here, and because there 
would be no use in my staying on," he answered. 

"Not because you want to shoot stags, then, nor be- 
cause you have received marching orders? Well, we must 
try to replace you with the curate, who has a telling over- 
hand service." 

Had he possessed so much as an elementary acquaint- 
ance with the ways of Miss Vyse's sex, he must have per- 
ceived that her pride was wounded, even if her heart re- 
mained immune, and he would have congratulated himself 
upon that small victory, such as it was. But as women 
were more or less of a sealed book to him all his life long, 
he congratulated himself upon nothing and went his way. 
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He left a slightly piqued and mortified young lady be- 
hind him. 



CHAPTER IV. 

FORTUNE SMILES. 

The earliest pages of Lord Leonard's diary date from 
the period which intervened between the attainment of his 
majority and the taking of his degree, and are perhaps of 
rather more interest to his biographer than they would be 
to the general reader. This very full, absolutely frank and 
sometimes touching record served him, it is easy to per- 
ceive, in lieu of the intimate friend or friends whom he 
does not seem to have made at the University or elsewhere. 
It exhibits him as something of a student, a little of a poet 
(the verses which he published in later years and of which, 
strange to say, he himself always thought highly, had but 
a meagre success), an observer of occasional shrewdness 
and a most kindly, honourable, immutably melancholy 
young man. As throwing light upon the formation of a 
somewhat difficult character these closely-written sheets re- 
pay perusal; but for narrative purposes there is not much 
to be done with them. When it has been said that the 
writer, throughout that comparatively long time, never 
wavered in his allegiance to a divinity whom he seldom 
saw, and whom measures were evidently taken to prevent 
him from often seeing; when it has been added that, for 
the rest, his life resembled in most respects that of other 
youths of his class, this portion of his history may be dis- 
missed as practically told. 

He emerges as a more manageable leading actor in the 
spring of the year which witnessed his introduction to 
London society and bis acquisition of ^ fine bouse in Grps- 
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venor Place, wherein he took up his residence with the 
austere, albeit resplendent, lady who affected to efface her- 
self in his favour and to allow him a free hand, while 
taking the head of his table and selecting his numerous 
guests for him. Had Mrs. Leonard been anxious likewise 
to select a bride for him, she would have had no other 
embarrassment than that of choosing one out of a multitude, 
for skilled financial supervision had by that time made him 
a very rich man; but it may be that she was in no very 
great hurry to retire into the background. What she re- 
peatedly assured him was that in the matter of matrimony 
she wished him to consult the dictates of his own heart — 
subject, of course, to the limitations imposed upon him by 
his station. These, it may be assumed, excluded Miss 
Vyse, whom chance, or what had all the appearance of 
chance, had kept him from meeting in the country for a 
long time past, and with whom nothing but chance brought 
him once more into contact. at a London crush. 

"One has to plunge into this dense crowd, it seems, 
in order to enjoy the privilege of coming across one's 
neighbours," was the remark with which he resumed inter- 
rupted relations. "Why are you always away when I am 
at home?" 

"Why are you only at home when I am away?" she 
returned, laughing. "As a matter of fact, I am hardly 
ever absent for more than a month at a time, and I 
shouldn't be where I am now if it were not for my cousin 
Mrs. Raynham, who occasionally takes pity upon my 
rusticity and asks me to stay with her." 

"I am very much obliged to Mrs. Raynham," the 
young man declared. "Will you introduce me to her and 
give me an opportunity of telling her so? Oh, but not 
instantly!" he made haste to add. "Let me first talk to 
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you for a few minutes; that is an opportunity which is not 
granted to me every day." 

It was very willingly granted to him now, and in the 
solitude which is so easy of attainment wherever large 
numbers of persons are gathered together these two, who 
had once been within measurable distance of becoming 
lovers, were enabled to take rapid stock of one another. 
Juliet had not changed; nor, if she had, would the change, 
in all probability, have been discernible by his eager eyes, 
which saw what they wanted to see and delighted in see- 
ing. They did not, it is true, behold in hers any reflection 
of their own questioning tenderness; but that was not a 
thing to be looked for or expected. If Miss Vyse was still 
unmarried, this, as Leonard was well aware, was not and 
could not be because she reciprocated his mute, faithful 
adoration; yet the fact remained that she had not chosen 
to marry, and he knew that she had disappointed her 
parents by declining several alliances which would have 
satisfied their ambition. He soon perceived, moreover, 
that she had, as of yore, a liking for him. In that par- 
ticular, at all events, she had not changed, and his humility 
asked, for the moment, nothing more. 

She, on her side, thought Lord Leonard considerably 
changed, considerably improved, smartened up, easier in 
manner, more like other people. His visible admiration 
did not render him in the least unlike other people, his 
equally visible and quite unexpected constancy could not 
but flatter her, while a strong suspicion that his mother 
would not have been best pleased to discover him sitting 
in a comer with her may have enhanced her enjoyment of 
a colloquy which was protracted for some twenty minutes. 
In twenty minutes much may be said, and at the expira- 
tion, of that time Miss Juliet had acquired the certitude 
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(how far he was from imagining that he had been so ex- 
plicit!) of her power to become, should it so please her, 
Lady Leonard. In other words, she was practically offered 
a prospect which very few girls in England would have 
rejected without thinking twice. 

It was creditable to her, and indeed characteristic of 
her, that she was more disposed to hold that prospect in 
abeyance than to jump at it. Strange as it may seem, she 
had never yet fallen in love with any man; although there 
had been several — Lord Leonard amongst them — towards 
whom she had felt in a measure drawn. Her idea, which is 
a common enough idea with her sex and may even be a 
correct one, was that she would sooner or later encounter 
her destined mate, that she would recognise him at first 
sight, and that it would be a terrible calamity if she were 
to recognise him too late. For this reason and for no other 
she retained her liberty, despite the many favourable oc- 
casions which had come in her way of comfortably relin- 
quishing it. But she was beginning to realise that there 
is such a thing as sacrificing substantial contentment to a 
vision of problematical bliss; she was neither in her first 
nor her second season; most of her contemporaries were 
already established as matrons; her father and her mother 
had not failed to warn her of the Nemesis which awaits 
the over-fastidious. Thus the young man who had added 
to all his other desirable qualities that of a really touching 
fidelity had presented himself at something like the psy- 
chological moment. He was not, so far as she could per- 
ceive, the embodiment of her vague dreams; still, she 
thought him very nice, and of course she introduced him 
to fat, good-natured Mrs. Raynham, who, scenting romance 
in the air, promptly asked him to call. 

There followed upon this a period of ardent, open, in- 
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sistent cburtshlp of which the suitor's mother had no 
cognisance. Mrs. Leonard did not even know that the girl 
who had at one time, but never very seriously, alarmed 
her was in London; much less did she imagine that her 
son was a daily visitor in Chester Square, where Mrs. Rayn- 
ham lived. Had she asked questions she would doubtless 
have received truthful answers; but she did not, now that 
Leonard was a full-grown man, deem it either wise or 
dignified to inquire too closely how and where his time 
was spent. It was sufficient for her to feel assured, as 
she did, that his tastes and habits were in no sense vicious 
and that he would end by espousing one of the Lady Roses 
or Lady Violets to whose charms his present insensibility 
was a matter of no great moment. He was still quite 
young; of Lady Roses and Lady Violets there would always 
be an adequate supply; with her vision limited by the 
boundaries of the set in which she herself sedately moved, 
she did not so much as suspect the existence of Mrs. 
Raynhams or Miss Vyses outside these boundaries. For 
the rest, social gaieties made but a vicarious appeal to one 
who had never been able to forget how completely she 
had been forgotten by her equals in the hard times gone 
by. She entertained for Leonard's sake and because it 
was her clear duty to do so; but she did not go out more 
than she could help, nor would it have occurred to her for 
one moment to show herself upon such a scene, for in- 
stance, as Ascot race-course, whither her son, with her full 
approval, betook himself on a fine summer's day. It was, 
by her way of thinking, only right and fitting that Leonard 
should go to Ascot, like other distinguished persons: how 
was she to conjecture that he had made arrangements to do 
this in company which could not be called distinguished? 
If admission to the Royal enclosure may be taken as a 
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symbol of distinction, Mrs. Raynham was enabled to boast 
of that privilege, and much elated the comely, middle-aged, 
well-to-do widow was at being escorted thither by so con- 
spicuous a specimen of the juvenile aristocracy as Lord 
Leonard. It is needless to add that she did not in the 
least mind being left to take care of herself after luncheon, 
when the young man whose intentions were no secret to 
her strolled out of sight and hearing with her prot^g/e. 
She was only too glad to think that he was now coming 
to the point and that Juliet, after several sterile seasons, 
was about to be brilliantly provided for. 

But Juliet, who like Mrs. Raynham, foresaw what was 
coming, was less certain of the issue. She had latterly seen 
enough of her lover to know him intimately; he had talked 
to her about himself with such frankness as circumstances 
had permitted; she felt for him that sentiment of kindly, 
affectionate compassion which is said — perhaps truly — to 
be akin to love; also she was fully alive to the brilliancy 
of the lot which he had it in his power to bestow upon her. 
Only she wondered whether, if he had not been the great 
parti that he was, she would have cared sufficiently for 
him to marry him, and she was rather strongly under the 
impression that she would not She would fain have 
claimed a little more time for deliberation; yet she owned 
to herself that this was scarcely a reasonable claim, and 
that she would have to make up her mind, one way or 
the other, forthwith. Now, she was not quite prepared 
either to take or to refuse what was, upon the whole, so 
well worth taking. 

To her, thus a prey to vacillation, came in unequivocal 
language the anticipated avowal. She had allowed herself 
to be drawn away from the course and the coaches and the 
booths and the clamorous throng to a spot where, sheltered 
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by a belt of stunted firs, her companion could declare his 
passion, and the sudden fervour with which he did so was 
not without a troubling effect upon her senses. She knew 
that he was speaking the truth; she knew that he had loved, 
her, and her alone, from the day of their first meeting; she 
had, in honest truth, hardly the heart to disappoint him, 
nor was it clear to her that, in doing that, she would not 
also disappoint herself. However, she essayed evasion. 

"How horrified," she remarked, smiling, "your mother 
would be if she could hear you!" 

"That," he returned, "has nothing to do with the 
question." 

"Oh, I think it has a little to do with the question. 
You admit, anyhow, that she would be horrified?" 

"Horrified is too strong a word; I daresay she would 
not be pleased," he truthfully replied. "My mother, I be- 
lieve, would like me to marry some girl of high rank; but 
as it is certain that I shall never marry anybody but you, 
my mother can't possibly have what she would like in this 
instance. Besides, you are my equal in every way, except 
that your family does not happen to be titled." 

"Most people, I should imagine, would tell you that I 
am not your equal, and — one has one's humble little pride. 
.Do you suppose that I should enjoy being unwillingly ad- 
mitted to territory from which I have already been pretty 
distinctly warned off?" 

"I can't, and don't, suppose that you would hesitate 
if you loved me," was his reply. 

She looked down, tracing wavering patterns with the 
point of her sunshade upon the sandy by-road where they 
had taken up their station. "If I loved you?" she echoed 
dubiously. 

"Ah, that is the question I That is the only question. 



48 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

Nothing else signifies, and nothing else would signify, what- 
ever you might be by birth. If you don't love me — and 
God knows that I haven't the shadow of a right to hope 
^that you do! — tell me so at once, and I won't trouble you 
with another word." 

"You think love on my part is essential, then?" 

He turned pale, divining that he was in danger of 
losing what, perhaps he would have been glad to gain on 
any terms; but he answered unfalteringly: 

"Yes, I think it is essential. My love for you would 
not be worth much if I could endure the idea of its mak- 
ing you unhappy, and I know you could not be happy with 
a man of my sort unless you cared a great deal for me." 

She looked up suddenly and said: "I do care a great 
deal. Lord Leonard, I want to be perfectly straightfor- 
ward with you; I want to make you understand, if I can, 
exactly what my feeling about you is. I am very grate- 
ful to you, very appreciative, and I have been fond of you 
all along, even when I took it for granted that you had 
ceased to think of me. But — perhaps I am not in love 
with you. It is so difficult to be sure, isn't it?" 

He shook his head. "Not in the least, according to 
my experience." 

"Ah, but your experience is unusual — almost unique, 
I should imagine. Most people make a good many false 
starts. What I can say is that I haven't made a false start 
yet; I am only afraid of making one now. I care for you 
more than I have ever cared for any other man; I care 
for you enough to hesitate; and I should like you to know 
that I don't hesitate either because it would be very nice 
to be promoted as you can promote me or because it 
would be very disagreeable to brave your mother's certain 
^disapproval." 
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"Then," he cried triumphantly, "you care enough to 
hesitate no more. You would never speak like that, Juliet, 
unless you loved me!" 

That she would never have spoken like that if she had 
loved him seems a more plausible assumption; yet it may 
be conceded that the species of hesitation whidi she had 
avowed was bound to be avemiled. A quarter of an hour 
later, news was imparted to Mrs. Raynham which caused 
that worthy woman to raise her double chin and plume 
herself upon an achievement for which she deserved no 
credit whatsoever. Indeed, if the jubilant young man had 
been allowed to have his way, twenty other persons would 
have learnt there and then that the list of really first-class 
English bachelors — always so lamentably short — had been 
curtailed by one since the morning; but he was implored 
to hold his peace at least until Mrs. Leonard should have 
been communicated with, and he complied on the ground 
that she had a right to be informed first, although on no 
other. 

Immediately after his return to London, he went to 
his mother and told her all about it in a succinct, resolute 
style which fairly took her breath away. She neither 
liked the proposed alliance nor pretended to like it; but 
she had to admit that it was not one which she was en- 
titled to forbid. Moreover, she was respectfully, but quite 
plainly; given to understand that her veto in such a case 
would be disregarded. Mrs. Leonard was too sensible a 
woman to make her hitherto submissive son say that twice. 
Also — and it is precisely in that respect that her sex dif- 
fers so fundamentally from ours — she was not wholly dis- 
pleased by the discovery that her son could, upon oc- 
casion, prove himself her master. She said gravely: 

"I do not dispute your hberty to choose for yourself, 

Lord Leonard. 4 
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Leonard; I am only sorry that I cannot consider your 
choice a very wise or a very suitable one. I am sorry, 
too, that the girl should have behaved in what strikes me 
as a rather underhand manner. Why was I never told that 
she was in London and that you were seeing her constantly?" 

" Certainly not because she had the slightest desire or 
motive for concealment," answered the young man. "Any 
underhand conduct that there may have been must be 
laid to my charge; although I don't know that I need ac- 
cuse myself of having wilfully deceived you, mother. You 
would have been quite welcome, if you had asked me, to 
the information that I have been in Chester Square most 
days of late. More than that I could not have told you; 
for I had scarcely any hope until to-day that Juliet would 
accept me." 

Mrs. Leonard responded by one of the short, hard 
laughs which were her rare tributes to the humorous. As 
if there could have been the faintest likelihood of his 
being refused ! However, she forgave him, seeing no other 
course open to her, and accepted what she had the wit 
to perceive that she must eventually accept It is pro- 
bable that she did not forgive her future daughter-in-law 
and supplanter, whom she received, by appointment, on 
the following day with distant, chilling politeness. It is 
probable that her sentiments even towards a supplanter of 
her own selection would not have been warm; for she 
loved power and hated to relinquish it Be that as it 
may, she never took to Juliet Vyse, who never took to 
her, and a bystander might have foreseen that Lord 
Leonard had troubles ahead of him. But it was just as 
well that there were no bystanders, since he assuredly 
would not at that time have lent an attentive ear to pre- 
dictions of evil 
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CHAPTER V. 

BEL AMI, 



The nation which has no annals is said to be happy, 
and it was doubtlesg by reason of his perfect beatitude 
that Lord Leonard, during the summer which witnessed 
his betrothal to Juliet Vyse, had ^g^ little to confide to 
his diary. Such sparse entries as are to be found in that 
usually minute record under date of the months in ques- 
tion are unenlightening, hastily jotted down, and convey 
the impression that the writer had something pleasanter 
to do than to analyse his own emotions or those of his 
beloved. There was in him a quite extraordinary capacity 
for happiness (as well as the reverse), and he appears at 
that time to have allowed himself, for once, a perfectly 
free rein. 

He went down to Leonard's End, witlv his mother, 
long before the conclusion of the London season. The 
House of Lords, which he seldom entered in his youth, 
presumably did not miss him; disappointed matrons had, 
after the announcement of his sudden engagement, no 
further use for him; why should he linger in a dty which, 
so far as he was concerned, ceased to be inhabited from 
the moment that Juliet returned to her fond and rejoicing 
parents? 

Nobody could blame General and Mrs. Vyse for re- 
joicing, nor did anybody blame them; although Mrs. 
Leonard confronted their radiant countenances with some- 
thing of a frown. She had yielded because she had realised 
that yield she must; but she did not approve, and her at- 
titude was of a nature to discourage familiarity. Possibly, 
notwithstanding the fact that the date of the wedding-day 

4* 



52 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

had been fixed for September, there may have lurked at 
the back of her mind a latent hope that something might 
even yet happen to preserve her son from throwing him- 
self away. For the rest, she was temporarily powerless, 
and she knew it. She saw, or thought she saw, that 
Leonard was infatuated about a girl who, at best, only 
liked and tolerated him; but she also saw that it would 
be worse than useless to say so. That queer mixture of 
piety and fatalism which was the dominant note in her 
character led her to rely upon an ever-vigilant Providence, 
to hold her peace and to conceal as well as she was able 
the strong dislike that she felt for her future daughter-in-law. 

Her future daughter-in-law deserved no such sentiment, 
natural as it was on the latter's part to reciprocrate it. 
To say that Juliet reciprocated Leonard's ecstatic senti- 
ments would, no doubt, be an exaggeration; yet it may 
at least be affirmed of her that she did not repent of the 
decision to which she had come. He revealed himself in 
those (to him) halcyon days as the most unselfish, the most^ 
modest, the kindliest, largest-hearted of mortals. Viewed' 
as the expansion of his nature, engendered by sunshine, 
caused him just then to be viewed, it was impossible to 
help loving him, and there is every reason to believe that 
Juliet did love him, although there may be some reason 
to doubt whether she was ever in love with him. He never 
wearied her; he was never jealous; he was solicitously, 
pathetically scrupulous about thrusting himself upon her; 
his one wish was to accede to her wishes, and these, in 
all truth and sincerity, were that he should spend all the 
time he could spare at Old Park. A more devoted couple 
it would have been hard to discover or imagine. 

Now it came to pass when the summer was at its 
height that Leonard was rejoiced by the receipt of a letter 
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from his old friend Archie Morant, whom he had at no 
time forgotten, but with whom he had long ceased to be 
in epistolary or other communication. Archie wrote to say 
that he had come into a small landed estate, that he had 
dropped sailoring, that he had not for the moment any- 
thing particular to do, and that he wondered whether so 
magnificent a swell as his former chum had become would 
care to refresh joint memories of boyhood. Because, if so, 
he thought he could manage to put in a few days at 
Leonard's End on his way towards Scotland and grouse. 
To such an intimation there could, of course, be but one 
reply, and the warmest of welcomes awaited Mr. Morant 
when, shortly afterwards, he was deposited for the second 
time at Lord Leonard's door. 

"Well, Leonard," said he, with his old good-humoured, 
slightly patronising smile, "you are pretty much as you 
were, I see, except that you have added a considerable 
number of inches to your stature. I don't detect any 
symptoms of swelling about your head, which I suspect 
isn't yet quite big enough to fit your coronet. Well, that's 
all right — that's just as it should be!" 

He clapped the other affectionately on the shoulder 
and had a little the air of expecting to be told that if he 
himself was no longer what he had been, that was be- 
cause he had so beautifully developed. 

He had certainly developed and he was certainly 
beautiful. The length and breadth of Great Britain might 
have been searched in vain for a specimen of Anglo-Saxon 
comeliness equal to that which Archie Morant displayed 
to the eyes of his admiring friends and acquaintances. 
That the latter were more numerous than the former was 
due to various circumstances of which one of his earliest 
admirers remained then and long thereafter in ignorance. 
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Leonard did not know that Mr. Morant had quitted the 
Royal Navy under the appUcation of a certain amount of 
pressure; he had not heard that repeated scandals, cul- 
minating in a somewhat serious and quasi-public one at 
Malta, had caused decorous persons to fight shy of a 
young gentleman whose gambling propensities were not 
less notorious than his amorous intrigues. As for the 
"side" to which many people objected, it did not then or 
subsequently offend him. A being so physically glorious 
and morally captivating as Archie could scarcely choose 
but look down upon less favoured fellow-creatures: at what 
other visual angle is mankind to be surveyed by those who 
stand upon pinnacles? 

"Your friend," Mrs. Leonard drily remarked to her son 
on the first evening of Mr. Morant's stay, "is self-satisfied 
and inclined to be impertinent; I recollect thinking him so 
when he was a boy. But he is very handsome and he 
belongs to the type which most women find irresistible. I 
don't think that, if I were a young man and engaged to 
be married, I should introduce him to xi\y fiancee ^ 

But that advice, whether seriously meant or not, could 
not, of course, be acted upon. Mr. Morant was conducted 
to Old Park on the following afternoon, and Miss Vyse, 
while receiving him with her customary amiability, took 
very httle notice of him. He, on his side, was at no great 
pains to ingratiate himself with Miss Vyse, whom he may 
have regarded (if indeed he ever so regarded any woman) 
as forbidden fruit, and who, as he afterwards frankly 
stated, was "not his style." He was, however, so good as 
to add that he thought her remarkably well suited in per- 
son and manners to the high station which she was destined 
to occupy and that he was sure she would make an 
admirable wife and mother. 
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"Ah! you don't take to her," sighed his friend disap- 
pointedly; "and Pm afraid she hasn't taken to you either. 
It's unfortunate!" 

"Not so very, is it? — considering how little we are 
likely to see of one another in the future." 

"Well, but I was in hopes that you would see a good 
deal of one another. I was in hopes that, after our marriage, 
we should get you to come and stay with us often." 

"My dear fellow, if you'll ask me to your shoots when 
they come off, you may depend upon my turning up. Does 
Miss Vyse dislike me so much that she would object to 
my being invited? I can't imagine why she should. Heaven 
is my witness that I am very far from disliking her. My humble 
impression of her is that she is extremely good-looking, 
extremely well-dressed and — and quite pleasant to talk to." 

Leonard laughed. "That is almost word for word 
what she said about you. I should have liked a little 
more enthusiasm; but perhaps, after all, that may come. 
Can't you give us a few more days? You aren't absolutely 
bound to be in Scotland by a given date, are you?" 

He was bound either to join the sportsmen who had 
asked him thither on a given date or to throw them over, 
and his reason for adopting the latter course, which was 
both uncivil and in apparent antagonism to his own in- 
terests, cannot be very easily conjectured. He himself said 
regretfully, years afterwards, that his evil genius must have 
had a finger in the pie, and that explanation may suffice 
if by a man's evil geilius be understood his ingrained, un- 
bridled perversity. A species of inherent mischievousness 
rendered Archie Morant ever prone to do the things which 
he knew he ought not to do, and perhaps he guessed — 
for he could not at that early stage in the proceedings have 
felt sure — that prudence counselled his withdrawal from the 
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vicinity of Old Park. What is a matter* of history is that 
he consented to avail himself of Leonard's hospitality for 
several successive weeks and that during those weeks the 
faint antipathy which he had conceived for Juliet Vyse at 
the outset was replaced by an entirely opposite sentiment. 

It is likewise a matter of history that during those weeks 
he behaved unexceptionably: it may have been noticed by 
the observant that those who are most likely in the long 
run to work havoc with any established order of things 
generally do begin by behaving in an unexceptionable 
manner. Those daily games of lawn-tennis which, as of 
yore, constituted the staple form of entertainment at Old 
Park, and which gave Mr. Morant an excellent excuse for 
keeping his host company, did not bring about any sort 
of intimacy between him and the rather disdainful young 
lady against whom he usually found himself pitted; only 
— owing, no doubt, to her manifest disdain* — he fell in love 
for the twentieth time, and he was a man who, when he 
fell in love, was apt to be inevitably, even (to give the 
devil his due) unwittingly, dangerous. Miss Bradstreet, the 
governess, who was often his partner, and who was a young 
woman with a beautifully white complexion and hair of a 
reddish tinge, discovered how things were with him quite 
as soon as he himself made the discovery, and overcame 
her timidity, natural or assumed, so far as to remark to 
him, one afternoon, in an undertone: 

"What a pity it is, Mr. Morant, that you are not Lord 
Leonard!" 

"I entirely agree with you," he returned, a little taken 
aback by this abrupt audacity on the part of one whom 
he had hitherto regarded as a mere lay figure; "but I 
don't know why you should think so." 

"Only," she replied, modestly lowering her eyes, which 
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corresponded in colour to her hair, "because I sometimes 
fancy that Miss Vyse thinks so." 

Morant turned his head and scrutinised his neighbour. 
He had never taken the trouble to scrutinise her before, 
and, be one's position never so humble, one does not, when 
one is possessed of certain undeniable charms, enjoy being 
treated as though these had absolutely no existence. An 
expert in the matter of feminine charms recognised them 
now and paid homage to them after a fashion by remark- 
ing, a trifle impertinently, "Perhaps Leonard thinks it a 
pity that you are not Miss Vyse." 

"Oh, no,'* the governess returned, with a slight, de- 
precating smile, "he does not think that. But — perhaps 
it does not so very much signify what he thinks." 

After a brief pause, Morant said sharply: "She can't 
bear the sight of me. She even goes rather out of her 
way to show that she can't." 

At this Miss Bradstreet raised a pair of red-brown eyes 
and displayed, by laughing, a double row of perfect teeth. 
"Oh, if you have noticed that she goes out of her way!" — 

The conversation was interrupted at this interesting 
point; but of course it was subsequently renewed, and of 
course Miss Bradstreet was persuaded, despite ostensible 
reluctance, to be more explicit. She meant no harm, she 
declared; all she meant was just what she had said — that 
it was a pity. Lord Leonard was very nice, and Miss 
Vyse no doubt liked him very much. "Yet sometimes I 
am half afraid that she does not really care for him quite 
as much as he imagines." 

Morant shrugged his shoulders. "I expect she does; 
but really I can't help it if she doesn't." 

"Are you sure of that?" the governess asked gravely. 
"Mr. Morant — don't you think you had better go away?" 
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It is certain that, whatever may have been her motive 
for applying a match to inflammable material, this demure 
incendiary must have known very well that she had adopted 
the best means of averting Mr. Morant's departure. He 
made some flippant rejoinder and curtly broke off the 
colloquy; but from that moment it became a matter of 
sheer, irresistible necessity to him that he should find out 
how much or how little foundation there might be for Miss 
Bradstreet's hints. 

"That governess," he remarked to his friend on the 
homeward way, "seems to be a clever little cat." 

"Does she?" asked Leonard indifferently. And then, 
"Has she been trying to get up a flirtation with you? She 
has a sort of underbred, flirtatious manner. I may have 
been mistaken, but I have fancied once or twice that she 
was making eyes at me." 

"Oh, that's it, is it?" said Morant, laughing, and 
changed the subject. 

That might be it; yet the possibility of her having 
correctly diagnosed Miss Vyse's case remained, and Mr. 
Morant felt it so imperative upon him to undertake a 
diagnosis on his own score that he lightly flung scruples 
and loyalty to the winds. Thus was initiated the time- 
honoured tragi-comedy which has been enacted no one 
knows how many thousands of times since the world began, 
and which — human nature being what it is — will continue 
to be enacted after precisely the same fashion and with an 
equal sense of irresponsibility on the part of the persons 
concerned until this little planet ceases to be inhabited. 
It is manifestly shabby and dishonourable of A. to under- 
mine the happiness of his friend B. because he has become 
enamoured of C, who is B.'s legitimate property; but the 
censor has only to find himself in A.'s skin in order to 
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realise that such a course, though conventionally dishonour- 
able, is in the special instance altogether pardonable, not 
to say inevitable. It did not, alas! take Archie Morant 
very long to discover that his friend's happiness was at his 
mercy; nor was he the man to spare a friend so situated. 
Was not his own happiness more or less at stake, in addi- 
tion to that of the woman whom he loved? 

By what methods, in the employment of which he was 
highly skilled, he arrived at the above conviction it would 
be wearisome to describe in detail. Juliet defended her- 
self without skill, snubbed him without discouraging him, 
betrayed the truth over and over again, while imagining 
that she had betrayed nothing. If she was compelled, 
much against her will, to recognise in Mr. Morant the 
predestined affinity whom she had never really recognised 
in Lord Leonard, how could she help it? She was miser- 
able; but, since she had no thought of infidelity, her con- 
science scarcely reproached hei; As for Morant, all that 
can be pleaded on his behalf — which does not, to be sure, 
amount to very much — was that he must have been 
genuinely in love to contemplate what he actually did con- 
template. For Juliet Vyse was very evidently not indicated 
as fitted to become the wife of a man both poor and self- 
indulgent. 

Manoeuvres and counter-manoeuvres, of which Leonard 
was throughout serenely unconscious, resulted at length, as 
they were bound to result, in the advent of an occasion. 
It was at a picnic in Alston thase, a picturesque, outlying 
district of Lord Leonard's vast estate, that Juliet, who had 
wandered away from the rest of the party, was followed 
and overtaken by one whose company she was far from 
having invited or desired. She turned her head, as he 
came stepping briskly towards her through the bracken 
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beneath the spreading trees, and greeted him with a frown 
of unconcealed annoyance. 

"I thought," said she, "you had all of you gone up 
the hill to look at the view." 

"One of us," he smilingly returned, "didn't see the 
fun of climbing hills in this sultry weather. Did you give 
us the slip for the same reason, or only because you didn't 
want to be bothered with us?" 

Her significant grimace seemed to intimate regret that 
she had at anyrate failed to secure the latter object "After 
all," said she, with an impatient sigh, "perhaps one had 
better do what other people are doing. Often as I have 
stared at that view, I suppose my duty is to stare at it 
once more." 

"We will undertake the ascent," he answered, "if you 
make a point of it; but wouldn't it be much pleasanter 
and more sensible to sit down here in the shade? What 
is the use of toiling up hills against the collar and against 
the grain? What, if it comes to that, is duty? Only, in 
most cases, a synonym for something which is repugnant. 
Suppose you do, with infinite labour, manage to reach the 
top — what happens then? Why, Jack falls down and cracks 
his crown, and Jill comes tumbling after. I really can't 
see how it is Jill's duty to cause Jack's disaster, not to 
mention her own." 

"What do you mean, Mr. Morant?" she coldly asked; 
although of course she knew. 

He unhesitatingly told her. Perhaps the secret of his 
invariable success with women consisted in the invariable 
directness of his attack at what he deemed to be the ripe 
instant. He said — and she was unable to contradict him 
— that she did not love the man whom she had promised 
to marry; he said she was laying up sorrow for Leonard 
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and remorse for herself; he said what is, unhappily, only 
too true, that love is an emotion beyond human control 
and that there is such a thing as unfaithful faithfulness. 
Archie Morant had, under certain circumstances, a great 
natural gift of eloquence, and this served him all the 
better now inasmuch as Juliet was both taken by surprise 
and aware that she occupied a weak postition. Long be- 
fore he had made an end of speaking she was seated upon 
the moss-grown roots of an ancient oak, while he lay out- 
stretched by her side and pleaded with her persuasively. 
Chateau qui parte et femtne qui icoute! — her mistake was 
in having allowed this insidious counsellor to begin. How- 
ever, she made a fairly courageous resistance. She 
said: 

"I won't call you impertinent, Mr. Morant, because it 
is quite possible that you don't mean to be impertinent 
and you may even mean to be kind; but you have been 
wasting breath all the same. I have given my word to 
Lord Leonard and I shall not go back from my word." 

"Because he is a lord and because he is so rich?" 

"Do I owe you any account of my reasons? Well, 
then, no! — those are not my reasons. I shall marry him 
because I admire and respect and — and like him more 
than any other man whom I have ever met." 

"All that goes for nothing if you don't love him. And 
you don*t!" 

She started suddenly to her feet. "Then had you not 
better tell him so? You are a disinterested friend of his, 
I suppose, and it is rather to him than to me that your 
remonstrances should be addressed." 

"You know that that is just the one thing which I 
cannot possibly do. I don't want the poor fellow to be 
made miserable; still less do I want you to be made 
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miserable; but it would be out of the question for me to 
speak to him as I have been speaking to you." 

"Why?" she very foolishly and superfluously asked. 

"Only because I am not disinterested. Only because 
I love you, Juliet, and because you know I do. Only be- 
cause, for all your harshness and cruelty, I believe that 
in your heart you love me!" 

He was so masterful, so confident, so quick to see and 
push his advantages that he might have wrung an avowal 
from her, had not Leonard himself appeared at this critical 
juncture upon the scene to preserve her alike from the 
humiliation of deceit and the even greater humiliation of 
veracity. Leonard saw nothing, suspected nothing, feared 
nothing. He remarked, with a smiling placidity which 
would have been ridiculous if it had not been so touching: 

"I was wondering what you were about, you two. 
Perhaps you were wondering what I was about?" 

"My dear fellow," returned his friend enigmatically 
and a trifle tartly, "I am always wondering what you are 
about. But I suppose Miss Vyse doesn't wonder; I sup- . 
pose she knows and is satisfied." 

CHAPTER VI. 

Miss BRADSTREET LENDS A HAND. 

There probably was not in all the world a more 
thoroughly, good-humouredly, irredaimably selfish being 
than Archie Morant; and for that very reason his conduct 
was apt to be ruled by considerations which at first sight 
might seem to be the reverse of selfish. He knew as well 
as anybody that to rob his friend of a dowerless bride 
would be a proceeding most unlikely to conduce to his 
own material comfort in the future; experience had taught 
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him that love, be it never so ardent while it lasts, is an 
essentially fugitive passion, and marriage in the abstract 
had no sort of attraction for him. Yet, because he could 
not endure to refuse himself anything that he badly 
wanted, and because he hated the idea of Juliet's ever 
belonging to another man, he resolved that she should be 
his, and his alone. 

What seemed likely to delay the fulfilment of a pro- 
ject so finely romantic was the imperturbable obstinacy 
with which she refused to lend herself to it It would 
have been reasonable and in accordance with well-ascer- 
tained precedent that, after the little scene described in 
the last chapter, she should give a man the chance of 
finishing what he had begun to say — if only for the sake 
of rebuking and contradicting him — but that course ap- 
parently did not commend itself to her. She simply be- 
haved as though nothing had happened; she welcomed 
Mr. Morant neither more nor less cordially than before; 
she met his eloquent glances without embarrassment and 
without sign of comprehension; the one small compliment 
discernible in her attitude was her evident determination 
not to be left again in his sole society for a moment. He 
was at first more amused than discouraged, and was will- 
ing to bide his time; but when day followed day without 
the shadow of an opportunity being offered to him, and 
when he was forced to recognise that she did not mean 
to grant him any further opportunities, he began, for once, 
to lose confidence in himself. Also, as was but natural, 
his passion, through being thwarted, increased greatly in 
strength; so that it was almost, if not altogether, in earnest 
that he at length announced to Leonard his impending 
departure. 

"I have paid you a most uncon^onable visit, old 
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man," he said; "but an end must come to everything, and 
Pm off now." 

"It is more than good of you to have put up with 
our dull country life so long," his guileless friend declared. 
"I really haven't the face to suggest, as I should like to 
suggest, your staying on here until my wedding-day. But 
you will come back to us for it, won't you?" 

Archie rather grumpily replied that he would if he 
could, but that he doubted whether he would be able to 
manage that. It was, somehow, provoking of Leonard to 
be so tranquilly unsuspicious; although, of course, it would 
have been premature and most undesirable to rouse his 
suspicions. But the question, after all, was how the news 
of his proposed retreat would affect Juliet, not what Leonard 
might say or think respecting it; and to this question an 
answer was forthcoming on the next afternoon, when 
Leonard, between two games of lawn-tennis, casually re- 
marked: 

"Morant is going to desert us the day after to-morrow, 
I'm sorry to say." 

She certainly started; narrow scrutiny of her revealed 
that much. But she did not change colour, nor was it 
possible to mistake such slight emotion as she displayed 
for anything but relief. The hitherto invincible Archie's 
heart sank low, while she murmured some conventional 
words and turned away. Must he conclude, then, that 
he had been in error all along and that the girl, who 
assuredly did not love the man to whom she was engaged, 
was equally fancy-free with regard to a far more fascinat- 
ing person? That was, for several reasons, a difficult thing 
to believe; yet — what was he to beheve? 

Somebody close to his elbow observed in an ironical 
undertone; "There would have been some sense in going 
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away before the mischief was done; but why turn tail 
now, Mr. Morant? Have you been overtaken by a belated 
sense of duty, or are you only blind?" 

Miss Bradstreet's red-brown eyes met his angrily interro- 
gative ones and expressed an amused disdain when he 
returned: "The mischief of it is that the mischief is not 
done!" 

"How you can imagine that it is not done!" she ex- 
claimed. "Why, it stares everybody in the face, except 
you and Lord Leonard!" And then, as there was no 
time for elaborate explanations, she went on hurriedly: 
"She holds you at arm's length? Naturally she does — 
who wouldn't in her place? I should have thought you 
might have had wit enough to outwit her; but, since you 
haven't, let me give you and her a helping hand. To- 
morrow afternoon Lord Leonard has to attend a meeting 
of the County Council. Well, to-morrow afternoon be- 
tween four and five o'clock it might be worth your while 
to walk over to the village." 

She would have been unable to add more, even if she 
had wished (as she probably did not) to do so; for the 
younger members of the Vyse family, who had been skir- 
mishing round her, now dragged her forcibly away, and 
Archie was left to wonder why this singularly sharp little 
governess should be so eager to serve him. Not, to be 
sure, that her motives signified much: women's motives 
are almost always hard to get at and seldom repay the 
trouble that it takes to lay them bare. What, of course, 
really did signify was the obviously sincere conviction to 
which she had given utterance. Trustworthy or untrust- 
worthy, correct or incorrect in her surmise, she would at 
least not have spoken like that unless she had been con- 
vinced. 

Lord Leonard, 5 
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She was in truth so convinced that on the following 
afternoon she had half a mind to make assurance doubly 
sure by frankly telling Miss Vyse why she wished for a 
companion as far as the village linendraper's; but this was 
rendered unnecessary by Juliet's immediate acquiescence 
in a suggestion somewhat unusual. Juliet, who was not 
very fond of Miss Bradstreet, was nevertheless willing to 
oblige, when she could, one of whose fondness for her she 
was compunctiously aware. Moreover, she was out of 
spirits that day, and she had nothing particular to do. So 
the two ladies made their way across the park and down 
shady lanes at the hour previously arranged by one of 
them, and their talk, as they went, was neither of Lord 
Leonard nor of Mr. Morant. Miss Bradstreet knew when 
to be outspoken and when to be reticent — knew also, by 
sundry trivial signs, that speaking out would for the mo- 
ment be superfluous, if not dangerous. All she did was 
to imply, in her demure, tentative, diffident way, that she 
was sorry for and sympathised with her neighbour, who 
was half-consciously soothed by these very discreet mani- 
festations. She was indeed, as Archie had called her, a 
clever little cat. 

Archie Morant, stroUing punctually along the village 
street when they emerged upon it, took off his hat and 
noted that Miss Vyse was surprised — agreeably or other- 
wise — at meeting him. He said: 

"I was on my way to leave P.P.C. cards at your place." 

"There was no need to be so ceremonious," Juliet 
tranquilly answered; "but I think you will find my mother 
at home and I am sure she will be charmed to see you." 

Of course he had no notion of accepting that form of 
dismissal, nor could he without flagrant discourtesy be 
shaken off" when he faced round and began to advance in 



MISS BRADSTREET LENDS A HAND. 67 

the opposite direction beside Miss Bradstreet, who, if she 
did not actually wink at him, conveyed some swift, equi- 
valent signal to his alert senses. How, he wondered, while 
he gave himself a countenance by expatiating upon the 
artistic beauty of thatched roofs and black beams, was his 
ally going to furnish him with the chance which it was 
her evident purpose to place at his disposal? She lost no 
time in letting him know. A loose stone upon which she 
carelessly, or carefully, set her foot brought her prone to 
the ground, and a sharp, irrepressible cry announced the 
distressing circumstance that she had, in falling, given her 
ankle a nasty wrench. 

Whether it was a case of sprain or not remained to 
be seen; Mr. Morant, who at once instituted sympathising 
investigations, and who could not help observing how small 
and shapely Miss Bradstreet's feet were, felt pretty certain 
that it was not. But, however that might be, it was clear 
that the poor young lady coiild walk no farther without 
assistance, and only by clutching the arms of her two com- 
panions did she contrive to hobble into the neighbouring 
linendraper's « shop, where she was accommodated with 
chairs and a glass of water. 

"I am so sorry and so ashamed of myself!" she peni- 
tently murmured. "How lucky it is that I told the chil- 
dren to meet us here with the pony-cart!" 

Nothing indeed could have been more lucky, save the 
fact that the pony-cart, which presently arrived, could by 
no possibility be made to hold more than one person in 
addition to its actual freight. The boys and girls whom 
it contained might, to be sure, be ordered to get out and 
make room for their elder sister, and they were so ordered; 
but that solution had doubtless been foreseen and guarded 
against. They protested in lamentable voices, while their 

5* 
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indulgent governess joined them in pleading that they 
should be allowed to finish the drive which had been 
promised to them as a half-holiday treat. 

"Dear Miss Vyse, if you wouldn't mind walking home! 
It will be such a disappointment for them, and the General, 
as you know, so seldom lets them have the pony all to 
themselves!" 

Dear Miss Vyse, being good-natured, was fain to give 
in," although she began to have vague suspicions concern- 
ing dear Miss Bradstreet. Her father, it was quite true, 
seldom permitted the children to drive out unattended ; in 
point of fact, he never did so. How was it that this per- 
mission had now been without rhyme or reason accorded? 
— and how was it that the young people had been in- 
structed to make their appearance so precisely in the nick 
of time? But such queries could not very well be put 
then and there. Moreover, she did not wish to seem more 
afraid than she was — nor, for that matter, as afraid as she 
was — of the young man who stood silently at her elbow, 
and whose faint smile appeared to intimate that he held 
a poor opinion of her courage. 

"Oh, well!" she said, with a little vexed laugh; and 
off started the pony-cart, as though in obedience to a pre- 
concerted word of command. 

"But I really don't imagine what you are accusing me 
in your thoughts of imagining," Archie mildly pleaded, 
some minutes later. "I am quite aware that you didn't 
come here in order to meet me and that you never in- 
structed Miss Bradstreet to twist her ankle. On the con- 
trary, I have no doubt at all that I am the very last person 
whom you wished to meet." 

Juliet, who had been walking at a needlessly high rate 
of speed, slackened her pace and surveyed him disdain- 
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fully. "I certainly did not wish or expect to meet you, 
Mr. Morant," she declared; "but I don't know why you 
should suppose that I have any special objection to meet- 
ing you." 

He laughed and sighed. "Oh, you know why! You 
may be right or you may be wrong; for my own part, I 
believe you are wrong. Because — " 

"Oh, please don't say that again!" she interrupted. 

"But I am going to say it again; I must! After all, 
the worst punishment that you can inflict upon me is to 
order me off, and as I am leaving to-morrow in any case, 
I can afford to take that risk. The question is whether 
you can afford — do you seriously and honestly think you 
can? — to take the risk of marrying a man with whom you 
are not the least little bit in love." 

Her contemptuous shrug of the shoulders seemed to 
imply that this was, at anyrate, not a question which she 
cared to discuss with her present interrogator; but of course 
silence on her side was scarcely likely to close his lips now. 

"You are not an every-day person," he went on; "if 
you were, you might marry poor Leonard easily enough, I 
daresay, and console yourself with a coronet and clothes 
and carriages and so forth. But you needn't tell me that 
such things don't tempt you. You will do this fatal thing, 
if you do it at all, for the simple and absurd reason that 
you can't endure to be called a jilt." 

"Perhaps," she suggested, after a moment of hesitation, 
"I can't endure to be one. Would you consider that an 
absurd reason?" 

He answered, without the least hesitation, "Yes; in 
your case, I should. You will do Leonard an injury, not 
a service, by marrying him; for you won't deceive him 
long. You make the mistake that all women make if you 



70 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

think you can get a married man to believe himself loved 
when he isn't. What sometimes happens is that women 
actually do — Heaven knows how or why! — become fond 
of husbands who are not quite to their taste at first; but 
that will never happen with you." 

They were pacing down a deep lane, darkened by over- 
arching boughs. Juliet walked on in silence for some little 
distance; but at length she could not refrain from giving 
utterance to the thought that was in her. 

"Why not?" she asked. "What difference is there be- 
tween me and other women?" 

"There are a good many differences," he returned; 
"perhaps the most important of them is that you have a 
conscience. I won't brag about my own conscience; it's 
a poor thing of its class and I only obey it when I feel so 
disposed. Still, like every man — women are otherwise con- 
stituted — I have one, and it tells me that marrying a given 
individual when you love somebody else isn't the straight 
thing to do." 

"You have no right," she exclaimed, "to say that!" 

"None whatever; but, as I told you just now, I do say 
it because I must. I shouldn't say it if you were not what 
you are; I shouldn't say it only because I am what I am 
and because I can't help loving you — " 

"That wouldn't justify you," she interpolated quickly. 

"No; that wouldn't justify me. One thing would, 
though — and does!" 

He laid his hand upon her wrist; against her will, he 
gently forced her to look him in the face, and her puckered 
brow, her distressed eyes gave assent, halt glad, half 
ashamed, to his insistence. 

"You do love me, Juliet!" he cried in triumph. 

Had there been any latent misgiving as to that in his 
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mind — but of course there was none — he was not the man 
to leave it unallayed. He conquered, as he had con- 
quered before, and as, alas ! he was only too likely to con- 
quer again, by sheer determination to get what he wanted 
and confidence in the means to which he had prompt re- 
course. In vain did Juliet, enfolded in his arms, protest 
that she could not and would not disgrace herself by prov- 
ing false to one "who is worth more than both of us put 
together." Archie had not a word to say against Leonard's 
worth; but he pleaded with some plausibility that it is far 
more disgraceful to cozen and hoodwink a worthy friend 
than to distress him. "Besides which, as I warned you 
just now, you are too honest to humbug anybody. It is 
hard Hues on poor Leonard; that I don't deny. But I 
maintain that throwing our own happiness overboard 
wouldn't insure his; quite the contrary." 

"Our own happiness! But we are not going to be 
happy — we don't deserve to be! I may screw up just 
courage enough to break off my engagement; I believe I 
ought to do so and, horrid and humiliating as it will be, 
I suppose I shall. But do you really think that I shall 
ever have the courage to own why I am breaking it off at 
the eleventh hour?" 

"Ah, isn't that just what I said? You can't endure 
to be called ugly names. And yet — you love me!" 

She had some pleas to put forward in defence of an 
indefensible attitude. "Oh, yes, I love you," she said, 
"and I have never loved Lord Leonard; I have never 
loved anybody but you. All the same, we must part. 
You don't realise that you are asking me to do what would 
be made impossible for me; you don't realise that my 
parents, who will be very angry, and very properly angry, 
as it is, would certainly forbid me to many you." 
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"You are of age," he tranquilly remarked. "Still, I 
see what you mean. The obstacles in the way of simply 
substituting poor, poverty-stricken me for the magnificent 
Leonard would be most unpleasant, if they wouldn't be 
altogether impossible, to face. Well, we won't face them; 
we'll turn our backs upon them, instead." 

He explained in a few words with what facility this 
alternative could be adopted. He was so tender, so per- 
suasive, so masterful that her protests weakened and died 
away, one by one. When all was said, she loved the man, 
and there is no more unanswerable argument in the world 
than that. So before Archie Morant, who adhered to his 
intention of leaving on the morrow, was dismissed with a 
parting kiss, Miss Vyse had given her assent to a scheme 
of which she was more than half ashamed, yet which pos- 
sessed the double advantage of being easily executed and 
of excluding all effective opposition. 

CHAPTER Vn. 
HIS OWN FAMILIAR FRIENDS. 

Mrs. Leonard, who always kept her eyes open and 
more often than not kept her lips closed, had had certain 
suspicions, amounting almost to hopes, in connection with 
Mr. Morant's very prolonged stay. When, therefore, he 
took his departure without in any way confirming these, 
she could not help remarking a little irritably to her son: 

"I am not sorry to have seen the last of your self- 
complacent young friend. He was sent into the world, 
one must presume, for some purpose or other; but for what 
purpose I find myself quite unable to conjecture." 

"Perhaps," suggested Leonard, with his faint smile, 
"in order that he might be my friend. I haven't, as you 
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know, the gift of making friends, and Providence may have 
felt that I was entitled to one." 

"That," returned Mrs. Leonard severely, "is a very 
foolish and irreligious way of speaking. If Providence 
chose our friends for us, which of course is not the case, 
such a selection as that of Mr. Morant would assuredly 
never have been made on your behalf. He might possibly, 
if he cared to take the trouble, do you some harm; it is 
inconceivable that he should do you, or anybody, else, any 
good. However, he has gone now, and I trust he will not 
come back again." 

Leonard said no more. His mother, a lady of proved 
piety, was doubtless better acquainted with the motives 
and methods of Providence than he. The period of his 
mother's regency was, moreover, drawing towards its close; 
so that if, as he hoped, Archie was destined to be wel- 
comed many times in the future to the house which he 
had just quitted, welcome would have to be accorded to 
him by another and a younger hostess. The unfortunate 
thing was that Juliet also appeared to be more or less 
prejudiced against his only friend. 

He rode over to Old Park, that afternoon, with some 
intention of saying a word or two in favour of the un- 
appreciated one, and betaking himself at once to the 
lawn, as his habit was, he came upon Miss Bradstreet, ex- 
tended upon a long chair all by herself. The lawn-tennis 
net had not been set up, nor was Juliet in sight; but her 
voice, mingled with those of the children, was audible at 
intervals, arising from somewhere in the distance. 

"I am afraid you will be defrauded of your game. 
Lord Leonard," the crippled governess said apologetically. 
"It seems so tiresome and inconsiderate of me to be hors 
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de combat just when I am needed to make up a set; but 
— one doesn't do these things on purpose, does one?" 

Occasionally one does; but Leonard could not and did 
not surmise that. He said politely that he had been very 
sorry to hear of Miss'Bradstreet's mishap. 

"Oh, you did hear of it, then?" she asked, raising a 
pair of anxious eyes to his. 

He did not much like those eyes of hers, nor, as he 
had once mentioned to Archie, did he very much like the 
way that she had of bringing them to bear upon him; 
but now they seemed to express only regret and some- 
what uncalled-for contrition. 

"It was really too provoking! — too ill-timed!" she went 
on, with a vexed laugh. "And then, as the children were 
upon the spot with the pony-cart, what could I do? There 
was nothing for it that I could see except to let them 
drive me home and leave Miss Vyse and Mr. Morant to 
follow on foot I hope you don't think I was wrong." 

Leonard stared. "Wrong?" he repeated, looking, as 
he sometimes did, more formidable than he had any in- 
tention of looking. "Why should I think you wrong?" 

Miss Bradstreet lowered her eyes in apparent con- 
fusion. "Oh, no," she murmured hurriedly; "of course 
not! — certainly not! I only thought that perhaps — but 
what business have I to think things? Don't let me keep 
you any longer, Lord Leonard. You will find Miss Vyse 
playing cricket with the children in the long alley. She 
has very kindly taken them off my hands this afternoon, 
since I am so helpless." 

He said to himself, as he walked away, that he did 
not know what on earth the woman meant; yet her mean- 
ing was really not so obscure that his intelligence could 
fail to grasp it. His next thought, which was perhaps 
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rather more to the purpose, was that she was confoundedly 
impertinent. She did not, however, succeed in making 
him even momentarily jealous, and when he joined his 
betrothed, who was engaged in bowling lobs to the most 
diminutive of her brethren, he had already forgotten Miss 
Bradstreet and her impertinence. 

Nothing in Juliet's demeanour reminded him of it. 
She could not, she said, agree with him in regarding Mr. 
Morant's desertion of his friends as a calamity, but she did, 
of course, regret that lawn-tennis was, for that afternoon, 
impossible. Unfortunately, it was likewise impossible for 
her to abandon the children and elementary cricket, as she 
was invited to do. Amused the children must be, and it 
devolved upon her, for the time being, to amuse them. 
She was sure Leonard would understand that and excuse her. 

He excused her, and he was under the impression that 
he understood. Not the least of Juliet's many charms in 
his eyes was her unfailing readiness to sacrifice herself for 
others. His own unselfishness was such that he cheer- 
fully submitted to the loss of one of those long private 
colloquies for which his heart was yearning; and indeed 
it was only after he had been for several consecutive days 
deprived, upon one pretext or another, of these that he 
began to grow mildly restive. 

"I never seem to get you to myself for a minute now!" 
he exclaimed, when at last he contrived to obtain what 
could no longer be denied him. "If I didn't know better, 
I should think that you were eluding me on purpose." 

"And suppose I were doing it on purpose?" she sur- 
prised him by rejoining. "Don't you think that might be 
rather a kindness?" 

"A kindness!" he echoed, with raised brows. "In 
what sense, I wonder." 
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"Well, you will soon find out — and the sooner the 
better, surely! — that there are more important occupations 
and interests in the world for you than philandering. Some 
men are bom to be lovers; but you are a cut above that 
sort of thing. You are a powerful personage already; you 
will be a statesman, most likely, one of these days. Before 
long you will certainly discover your true raison d'etre and 
will wonder how you could ever have wasted the time that 
you have wasted upon a mere woman, who has nothing 
to recommend her beyond a face which has chanced to 
take your fancy." 

It was after that somewhat far-fetched fashion that she 
strove to condone her impending treachery. She was most 
anxious to believe that the man upon whom she was about 
to inflict a cruel injury would speedily cease to regard him- 
self as injured thereby, and one of the compensations 
granted to her sex is that they can almost always manage 
to believe what they are desirous of believing. For the rest, 
she wished to avoid being left alone with him because, to 
tell the truth, she could not bear to be kissed by him or 
to return his kisses. When, as inevitably happened every 
now and again, she was so left, she hastened to recur to the 
theme of his inherited functions, his obligatory ambitions, 
the absurdity of imagining that in such an existence as 
his love could count for more than a passing incident. 
Subsequently he recalled these homilies of hers and smiled ; 
at the time they simply puzzled him. He perceived only 
that she was, for some reason or other, not quite sincere; 
to have divined the possible cause of her insincerity would 
have implied a mental disloyalty on his part of which he was 
wholly incapable. Sometimes he reflected sorrowfully that 
she could not love him as he loved her; but then he had 
never had the audacity to hope that she could. 
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One day Mrs. Vyse announced that her daughter was 
going up to London for a week, Mrs. Raynham having 
most amiably offered to join her there and give her shelter 
in Chester Square while she held imperative consultations 
with dressmakers. Consultations with dressmakers were, 
it stood to reason, imperative, and Leonard only ventured 
to demur to the length of time specified, which struck him 
as excessive. 

"How am I to get on without you for a whole week?" he 
ruefully asked, when Juliet accompanied him into the empty 
entrance-hall (she could do no less) to bid him good-bye. 

"I hope and believe," she answered, with an odd 
earnestness, "that you would be able to get on quite well 
without me for a whole year — or for ever!" 

And then quickly interrupting his protests, "Really I 
am not indispensable," she cried; "really, really I am not!" 

Nobody, we are assured, is indispensable; but that 
statement does not, upon examination, seem to mean very 
much. The sun, of course, continues to rise and set with 
its usual monotony and punctuality, happen what may; 
the world is not brought to an end by the death or sup- 
pression of a given individual; yet notliing is more positive 
than that the course of the world's history is influenced 
thereby, nor can anything be more obvious than that our 
own little lives are similarly affected. If Juliet Vyse was 
not indispensable to Leonard's happiness, his faith in human 
nature was, and this received something very like a coup 
de grdce on the day when a blotted, agitated, incoherent 
note from Juliet's mother implored him to repair to Old 
Park without loss of time. The missive spoke of "dread- 
ful news" and of the writer's astounded affliction, but 
entered into no particulars. Composed, apparently, under 
the sway of violent emotion, little could be made of it save 
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that the presence of its recipient was urgently required. 
A scrawled postscript added, "Please do not say an3rthing 
to Mrs. Leonard until you have seen us. We must con- 
sider what it will be best to do in this terrible emergency, 
though indeed I fear that there is nothing to be done!" 

Cantering across the fields in response to the above 
disturbing summons, Leonard endeavoured to prepare him- 
self for the announcement which evidently awaited him. 
That Juliet had decided to break off her engagement he 
felt pretty sure. She had now been absent for five days 
out of the allotted seven, and he conjectured that she 
had found it easier to send a prefatory intimation by post 
to her mother than to suddenly explode such a shell 
amongst them all on her return. Deeply distressed though 
he was, he did not despau:. He knew that from the very 
outset she had had intermittent misgivings; he divined 
that these had of late pressed upon her with greater fre- 
quency and force, as the near approach of her wedding- 
day might naturally enough cause them to do; he was 
humbly conscious of his own inferiority to her and willing 
to make every allowance for scruples which were perhaps 
a little exaggerated. There would be need, he thought, for 
patience; possibly even, should she insist upon it, for a 
postponement of the marriage; but that he was destined to 
lose her irrecoverably he could not — remembering many 
fond words of hers — believe. He would very likely have 
to take her part against her incensed parents, if not 
against herself, and he was fully prepared to do both. 

Thus inadequately equipped, he entered the library at Old 
Park, where Mrs. Vyse, dissolved in tears, and the General, 
red as a turkey-cock, were waiting for him, and thus he 
encountered, straight between the eyes as it were, a blow 
from which it may be said that he never entirely recovered. 
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But at the time — perhaps because he was stunned, per- 
haps because he had a large reserve fund of courage — he 
took it with the utmost outward composure, his usual pallor 
only becoming somewhat increased. He heard without 
flinching how Juliet had written to tell her mother that 
she had been clandestinely married in London to Archie 
Morant and that, since she could not hope to be forgiven, 
she must content herself with stating that bare, disgraceful 
fact. Mrs. Raynham, it seemed, had been in no way privy 
to a proceeding which had filled her with consternation; 
all the necessary legal formalities and arrangements had 
been undertaken by the bridegroom, and Juliet, on the 
eve of her departure for the Continent, wished it to be 
known that she accepted her full share of responsibility for 
what her husband had done. 

"A more heartless, impudent letter I never read in all 
my life!" the irate General declared. "Here it is; you 
can see it, if you like. I haven't a word to say for my 
daughter — not a word! She is quite right in calling her 
offence unpardonable, and she will certainly not cross this 
threshold again while I live. But this I will say, Leonard: 
bad as she is, that lying, insinuating rascal of a friend of 
yours is a deuced sight worse!" 

The poor old gentleman's anger and mortification may 
have been somewhat enhanced by the calmness of his for- 
feited son-in-law, who silently took the proffered document, 
and whom he showed some disposition, then and there- 
after, to hold accountable for the iniquities of a false 
friend; but Leonard paid Uttle heed to him. 

Juliet's letter, as her discarded lover read it — and he 
took long enough about reading it to read between the 
lines — was neither heartless nor impudent; although, for 
the reason that she had given, it contained no expressions 
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of remorse or regret. Her brief reference to himself was 
even touching, so far as it went. "Tell him that I would 
have written to him if I had not felt that it would be a 
mockery to do that. He has been very good to me and 
I shall always be very fond of him; but I did not love 
him and I do love Archie. I can say no more." 

"I don't know that she could say more," was Leonard's 
dry comment, as he handed the sheet back to General 
Vyse; "I don't know that there is anything for us to confer 
about. What is done is done, and whether we like it or 
not, we must accept it." 

The General stormed and used powerful language, while 
Mrs. Vyse, weeping aloud, called Heaven to witness that 
she had not deserved the humiliation which had befallen 
her. Neither of them, however, could suggest any alter- 
native to chagrined resignation, although they both felt 
somewhat aggrieved by the impassibility of one who had 
even more excuse than they had for tearing his hair out. 
He left them under the impression that he cared dis- 
creditably little and that, badly as he had been treated, 
he had perhaps brought his misfortune upon himself. 
What girl, when assailed by the importunities of a lover 
with blood in his veins, would be likely to be kept up to 
a sense of her duty by such an iceberg? 

But poor Leonard, who was no iceberg, cared to so 
tragic an extent that words could have afforded him little 
relief. It was not, he said to himself, as he rode forlornly 
away, on account of the ruin of his life or the shattering 
of his hopes that he was broken-hearted; it was because 
the two persons for whose loyalty he would have answered 
as for his own were avowedly not what they had pretended 
to be. Since they were false, who could be trusted? Tnat 
he might possibly have imputed to them qualities to which 



MIS OWN FAMILIAR PRtENt)S. " fit 

they had laid no overt claim was an aspect of the case 
which did not present itself to him in judging them. He 
saw only that they had deliberately deceived him, and 
his appreciation of the entire human race became per- 
manently warped by that fact. Facts were to him ever 
the most stubborn of things, not to be explained away 
or perverted either for his own comfort or for the excul- 
pation of those who were dearer to him than his own 
comfort. People often say things which they do not mean, 
and it is easy, upon that understanding, to forgive and 
forget cruel speeches; but their actions reveal them in- 
exorably, unmistakably. Such, at anyrate, was his view, 
and although no student of humanity is likely to arrive at 
the truth by binding himself to such a view, there is much 
to be said in favour of it as a sound working rule. Juliet 
might have told him frankly how matters stood; Archie 
might have told him; he would not have been hard upon 
them, had they done so. But they, his own familiar friends, 
had found it less awkward, less troublesome to make a 
fool of him, and his feeling was that he would never be 
able to believe in man or woman again. 

An irrepressible gleam of satisfaction was to be seen 
in his mother's eyes when he curtly, unemotionally im- 
parted to her the intelligence which could not be withheld 
from her; but she condoled with him so far as her sense 
of what was due to him as a man and as thq head of so 
distinguished a family would allow her to do. 

"I am sorry for you, Leonard," said she; "I have no 
doubt that you feel this, although you do not look as if 
you felt it very much, and it must of course be a great 
shock to you. Nevertheless, what you may now consider 
a misfortune will turn out, I beheve, to have been a bless- 

Lord Leonard. 6 
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ing in disguise. For my own part, I never liked that girl. 
Her behaviour in London, before you became engaged to 
her, did not seem to me straightforward, and I have since 
noticed things to which it would have been useless to call 
your attention. As for that young Morant, his conduct 
speaks for itself and will probably involve its own punish- 
ment ere long; for I understand that his means are limited 
and I suspect him of expensive tastes. I cannot but think 
that you are well rid of such a pair, and I quite hope 
that, after a time, you will marry happily in your own 
class." 

"I shall never marry," the young man briefly de- 
clared. 

"My dear boy," answered Mrs. Leonard, with a tolerant, 
wintiy smile, "it is perhaps natural and excusable in you 
to say that; but there are people who are just as much 
compelled by force of circumstances to many as if they 
were Emperors or Kings. There is at present no heir 
presumptive to your title nor any heir of entail to your 
estates: it is therefore out of the question for you to live 
and die a bachelor." 

"I can't see why it is out of the question," said the 
sole surviving representative of the Leonards. 

"That," returned his mother, "is because you ai*e 
temporarily blind to an imperative duty. But I do not 
wish to hurry you; all will come right in the end." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
MISS BRADSTREET'S VISIONS. 

The past career of Miss Lily Bradstreet was involved 
in an obscurity which, from her point of view, was wise 
and advisable. It had been somewhat eventful, as indeed 
the histor>' of a young woman who had lost both her 
parents at an early age and had inherited next to nothing 
from them, save an unruly imagination and sundry phy- 
sical advantages, was not unlikely to be; but she had — 
Heaven knows how — obtained an engagement as nursery 
governess in the family of an aristocratic lady, who had 
passed her on to Mrs. Vyse with the best of characters, 
and Mrs. Vyse would have been willing at any moment to 
testify that her conduct during her residence at Old Park 
had been exemplary. Mrs. Vyse, to be sure, did not know 
much about her: what need is there to know much about 
a governess who is nice with the children, gets on pretty 
well with the servants and does not come bothering with 
complaints about fancied slights or grievances? 

But if Miss Bradstreet made no complaints that was 
not because she relished slights or because she was uncon- 
scious of grievances. On the contrary, there were moments 
when she .was ready to stick a knife into the men and 
women — particularly the men — who insultingly ignored 
her, and many a time, after she had retired to rest, her 
pillow was moistened with tears of rage and self-pity. For 
she was a. vain, passionate, ambitious young person, and 
well she knew that, if she was not strictly beautiful, she 
possessed a special order of charms which no man living 
should have been able to ignore. It was no doubt owing 

6* 
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to Archie Morant's inexplicable disregard of these that she 
conceived for him a sentiment which, by reason of the 
poverty of language, can only be described as love. This 
sentiment, evidenced without the least success in the course 
of their innumerable partnerships at lawn-tennis, was not 
incompatible with something like hatred; still of course she 
did not hate him nearly as much as she hated Juliet Vyse. 
To bring about the latter's lasting discomfiture was a 
species of vengeance which must be regarded as cheaply 
purchased even at such a price as making her a present 
of the beloved one, and although Miss Bradstreet can hardly 
be said to have brought about a catastrophe which was 
in any case bound to occur, she was, as we have seen, in- 
strumental in paving the way for it. Therefore, while the 
General fumed and Mrs. Vyse sobbed, the governess sur- 
reptitiously rubbed her hands. 

It is difficult to account for the amazing projects which 
insinuate themselves into the brains of women who are at 
once discontented, conceited, aware of certain powers and 
Hmited in intelligence: all that can be affirmed is that such 
women are prone to harbour such projects, and that every 
now and again they actually contrive to carry them out. 
So extravagant a notion as tiiat of completing her triumph 
by subjugating Lord Leonard — the cold, proud, unsuscep- 
tible Lord Leonard, of all people! — would scarcely have 
occurred as practicable to a clever woman; but it did 
occur to Miss Lily Bradstreet, and she gloated over the 
thought of it in secret, aided thereto by her riotous imagi- 
nation. Not, it is true, in the light of an immediate pos- 
sibility; she knew that no measures could as yet be 
attempted towards the accomplishment of her end. But 
she also knew that stricken hearts cry aloud for anodynes 
ai^d that those who can supply anodynes at the right 
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moment may, by skilful management, secure the most sur- 
prising rewards. Her experience inclined her to fix the 
right moment at a period of from two to three months 
subsequent to the infliction of the wound; so that she was 
very well pleased to learn, through fragments of conversa- 
tion at the luncheon-table, that Lord Leonard had departed 
on a yachting cruise which was expected to last about 
that length of time. 

The sea, which during so many years of inland life 
had never ceased to call Leonard at intervals, summoned 
him in this dark hour with an importunity which would 
brook no denial, and even his mother could scarcely have 
kept him at home, had she desired to do so. But she had 
no such unwise desire, and applauded his proclaimed in- 
tention of hiring some sort of a sea-going craft forthwith, 
late though it was in the season for entering upon nego- 
tiations of that nature. 

"You will take somebody with you, of course," said 
she. "It will be easy enough to pick up a couple of 
companions, and if I were you, I should charter a steam- 
yacht. Then you might make straight for the Mediter- 
ranean, where I daresay you will be able to get a little 
shooting, which will give you something to do." 

He received the well-meant advice silently, being in no 
wise minded to follow it. He did not want steam, he did 
not want shooting, least of all did he want companions. 
An eighty-ton yawl which he had the luck to secure, fitted 
out and provided with skipper and crew, from a gentleman 
who was tired of sailing round and round the Isle of Wight 
answered his purpose admirably, and in her he headed, 
without defined programme, for the open Atlantic, where 
a blustering gale of late summer roughly welcomed him. 
Sailors as a rul^ do not care about dirty weather, which 
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indeed entails a good deal of discomfort and ceases to be 
exhilarating as soon as you have become used to it; but 
Leonard, who was born to be a sailor and who had little 
chance of ever seeing too much of the ocean in its angry 
moods, enjoyed the frequent storms which he encountered 
during his autumn cruise up the west coast of Ireland and 
Scotland. Only in harbour did he grow weary, listless, 
despairing; his spirits rose when he was battling with winds 
and waves under a leaden sky, out of sight of the hated 
land, where human beings jostled one another like bees 
in a hive, where dull daily duties had to be discharged, 
where sycophants grovelled and treachery prospered and 
neither love nor friendship could be counted upon as sincere. 

But a return to dull daily duties was of course in- 
evitable, and even the most enthusiastic of yachtsmen 
must admit, when the short, chill days of November come, 
that it is time to take leave of our northern waters. Not 
until that month did Lord Leonard reluctantly abandon 
the stout little vessel which he subsequently purchased of 
her owner, and it cannot be said that he brought a very 
cheerful countenance home with him. 

"You look better in health," was his mother's comment 
upon his appearance, after she had subjected him to a 
brief, grave scrutiny. 

"I am better in every way," he declared. 

"I am glad to hear you say so; although I cannot 
think it good for any man of your age to lead the solitary 
life that you have done lately. Had I been you I should 
have remained away longer and seen more people; but it 
is perhaps best in some respects that you should resume 
your place here. I think I mentioned to you in my last 
letter that the house will be full next week," 

She evidently meant him to understand that, since he 
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had seen fit to come home, he must now be considered 
as, so to speak, out of mourning, and he tacitly acquiesced. 
The last thing that he desired was to parade his woe, and 
she was very welcome to fill the house with people, so 
long as she did not expect him to offer marriage to any 
of them. That this was probably just what she did expect 
he divined; but there was no need to meet contentious 
questions half-way. One passing allusion, and only one, 
was made to Archie Morant and his bride, who, it appeared, 
were still abroad. The Vyses had been away, but were 
now at Old Park once more, and Mrs. Leonard had seen them. 

"I am glad to tell you," said she, "that they take up 
a sensible attitude. They are not apologetic and they 
don't speak of their disappointment If, as I am assured 
is the case, they have broken finally with their daughter, 
that is their affair, not ours. You will be able, I think, to 
meet them without embarrassment on either side." 

That might be so; but there was some embarrassment 
on both sides when he suddenly found himself face to 
face with Miss Bradstreet and her youthful charges the 
next afternoon. It was in a by-road adjoining the entrance 
to his own park that this encounter took place, and al- 
though he did not at all want to stop and shake hands, 
the clamorous greeting of the children left him no alter- 
native. They behaved as badly as possible, those children 
— the result, doubtless, of ill-advised admonitions to bear 
themselves discreetly. They asked him if he had heard 
that Juliet had married Mr. Morant and had gone away 
for good; they wanted to know where he himself had been 
and whether he didn't think it most awful rot to have a 
wedding in the family without presents or wedding-cake. 
Poor Miss Bradstreet, striving in vain to reduce them to 
silence, was overwhelmed with confusion and contrition. 



88 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

"I am so dreadfully sorry!" she murmured. And then, 
very diffidently and hesitatingly, "I have been so dread- 
fully sorry about — about everything!" 

But Leonard, looking over her head, missed all the un- 
speakable things that her eyes had to say to him, while in 
the distant politeness with which he wished her good-even- 
ing and ignored her sympathy, he was even more snubbing 
than he intended to be. So that little interview was not, 
from Miss Bradstreet's point of view, much of a success. 

However, after several ingeniously planned attempts 
which came to nothing, she contrived a second interview 
with him some ten days later. This time she was alone, 
and he, striding homewards through the dusk from the 
gamekeeper's cottage, which she had seen him enter shortly 
before, would have passed on with a bow, had she not 
timidly arrested him. The occasion was one which de- 
manded timid audacity; for indeed what had befallen her 
was a stroke of rare good luck, and she knew well that 
she might have to wait long for a recurrence of the same. 

"Lord Leonard," she stammered, "I can't bear to let 
you go without telling you how often I have reproached 
myself for contributing — as I feel I did — to promote your 
— your misfortune! I am afraid there can be no doubt 
that everything was arranged on that unlucky day when I 
sprained my ankle and left two people together whom I 
ought never to have left." 

"I really do not think that you have the slightest reason 
to reproach yourself. Miss Bradstreet," he answered, in ac- 
cents of cold annoyance. "I imagine that the arrange- 
ments of which you speak would have been made whether 
you had sprained your ankle or not, and it could hardly 
liave been in your power or in anybody else's to ftv^rt 
what you call my misfortune," 
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"Oh, don't you call it a misfortune?" she eagerly ex- 
claimed; "how glad I should be if you didn't!" Then, 
sighing and dropping her voice, "Ah, but I am afraid you 
do — I am afraid you must! And perhaps, as you say, it 
was in nobody's power to avert it. I did what I could; 
I wanted you to have what you wanted to have, although 
I knew — But you will only think me impertinent if I 
go on, and, after all, so long as you don't blame me, that 
is the utmost I can ask." 

"It never for one moment occurred to me to blame 
you," Leonard assured her. 

He certainly did think her impertinent for saying as 
much as she had done, and her uninvited, underbred sym- 
pathy jarred upon him. She was not very skilful; yet she 
might have been the cleverest woman in England and have 
succeeded no better. What she had got, and what she 
meant to retain for a few minutes at least, was his en- 
forced attention; it should not be her fault, she resolved, 
if he quitted her without a suspicion that she humbly adored 
him. Undeterred, therefore, by his forbidding mien, she 
proceeded to relate, in a breathless, incoherent fashion, 
how noticeable and significant to her had been incidents 
to which his chivalrous loyalty had blinded him, how she 
had longed to whisper a word of warning in his ear, but 
had shrunk from taking such a liberty, how she had hesitated 
between her desire for his happiness and her fears that 
Juliet would never make him happy. "I could not help 
being almost glad," she finally avowed, "when I heard 
what had happened. It seemed to me that if you had 
suffered a great loss, you had perhaps been preserved from 
an even worse danger." 

Vulgar and tactless though she was, his heart became 
in a loea^ure softened towards her. She meant kindly, no 
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doubt, and there were so few people in the world (was 
there, indeed, a single person, save this rather absurd little 
governess?) who cared two straws about him or bestowed 
a second thought upon his forlorn isolation. And then 
she played her trump card, not in the least knowing that 
it was a trump. 

"Lord Leonard," she resumed timorously, "now that I 
have summoned up courage to speak to you at all, I feel as 
if I must be bolder still and say how beautiful I thought 
those lines of yours in this month's number of the Victorian 
Era, Dreadfully sad and bitter; but — oh, how exquisite!" 

It is one of those unaccountable phenomena which are 
of every-day occurrence that Lord Leonard, who had an 
educated critical faculty, a sense of humour exceeding the 
average, plenty of intelligence and absolutely no personal 
vanity, always believed himself to be a poet. A poet he 
never was; but all his life long he continued to turn out 
fairly respectable verses and publish them at his own ex- 
pense. The stanzas to which Miss Bradstreet referred were 
the first from his pen to appear in print. Written on board 
the yacht, they had been accepted by the editor of the 
periodical above mentioned, who, it may be, was not averse 
to numbering titled persons amongst his contributors, and 
to hear them described as exquisite gave their author, it 
must be owned, a thrill of gratification. He thawed per- 
ceptibly, and his companion was sharp enough to perceive 
that her chance shot had hit the target. 

After that she wisely left in her armoury other weapons 
which were not, for the time being, required and gave a free 
rein to the enthusiasm with which, as she averred. Lord 
Leonard's poetic genius had inspired her. She knew little 
and cared less about her theme; but flattery, as all the 
world is aware, can afford to dispense with subtlety, and 
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it is at all events more agreeable to be lauded for qualities 
with which one may or may not be endowed than to have 
one's tenderest and most private feelings trampled upon. 
Leonard did not wish to talk about Juliet, but he was less 
unwilling — since it seemed that converse with Miss Brad- 
street he must — to reply to questions respecting his literary 
aptitude. 

"Oh, yes, I have been scribbling more or less ever since 
I first went up to Oxford," he confessed — a confession 
which, oddly enough, he had never made to Juliet — "I 
have a whole drawer full of compositions which didn't 
satisfy me and which will, consequently, never have the 
chance of dissatisfying anybody else. I fancied, rightly or 
wrongly, that the trifle which you are so good as to praise 
had a certain merit; so I sent it to the Viciortan Era, The 
others are worth less. Indeed, I take it that I might safely 
describe them in one word, instead of two, and call them 
worthless." 

"Of course," returned Miss Bradstreet, with deep feel- 
ing, "I could not presume to judge of their worth; but I 
know that I would give a great deal to see them." 

Needless to say, she obtained that privilege gratuitously. 
A bulky packet, addressed to her, was left at Old Park on 
the following day, and a grateful note expressed her sense 
of the high honour conferred upon her. But she had the 
wisdom and the patience to let a fortnight elapse before 
writing again to Lord Leonard or returning him his manu- 
scripts, and during that fortnight the memory of her and 
of them naturally recurred to him more than once. Her 
opinion might not be very valuable; yet he could not help 
wondering sometimes what her opinion was, nor could he 
forget that she had at least read and admired what had 
apparently attracted nobody else's attention. . Amongst his 



92 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

guests were several young ladies who were only too evidently 
eager to ingratiate themselves with him; but perhaps they 
did not see the Victorian Era, At anyrate, they said no- 
thing about the current issue of that magazine, while they 
had more to say respecting other topics than he cared to 
hear. He was at no time a ladies* man and he was ever 
a fastidious one; their tactics and those of their mothers 
struck him as lacking deHcacy. 

Possibly Miss Bradstreet's tactics were open to the same 
imputation, for the truth is that she was a somewhat heavy- 
handed artist; but it was in her favour that he did not 
suspect her of employing any system of tactics and ascribed 
to mere accident his overtaking her, one evening, while she 
was trudging across the park towards Leonard's End with 
a parcel under her arm. She started violently, (he was as 
yet neither old enough nor experienced enough to criticise 
the exaggeration of her start), on being accosted; but she 
was not, it seemed, so taken aback as to be deprived of 
a fine flow of eloquence. Not being an absolute fool, he 
could not accept literally her fantastic eulogies upon the 
poems which she had been on her way to restore to their 
gifted author; but he was relatively fool enough to believe 
in her sincerity, and this, for all its extravagance, did not 
displease him. 

"You think me ridiculously enthusiastic," she said, after 
a dialogue which had lasted some ten minutes. "Well, 
perhaps I am, and perhaps it does not much matter whether 
you are ever acknowledged as a great poet or not, since 
you are certain in any case to become a great man. Still, 
I am glad that you are a poet, because — " 

Here she came to so long a pause that he was obliged 
to ask her why she was glad. 

"Because," she answered, with becoming hesitation 
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**^I think that writing poetry will always be a relief and a 
solace to you; because I hope that you may get a little 
happiness in that way, if in no other. And — I do so want 
you to be happy!" 

She did that little bit of rehearsed acting very fairly 
well, and conveyed the impression which she had intended 
to convey; but Lord Leonard's rejoinder did not sound 
particularly encouraging. 

"Oh, thank-you," said he, hurriedly drawing himself 
up and speaking with marked chilliness; "you are very kind. 
I daresay I shall have quite as much happiness as other 
people and more than I deserve. Good-evening." 

Miss Bradstreet, thus unequivocally snubbed, bowed in 
meek silence and humility and retired. Nevertheless, as 
soon as she had satisfied herself that Lord Leonard was 
out of sight, she indulged in a chuckle and an unseemly 
caper. For it was as certain as anything could be that 
he would soon realise how very rude he had been and 
would feel bound to apologise. 



CHAPTER IX. 

ICE AND FIRE. 

Miss Bradstreet was only half correct in her forecast. 
Leonard did indeed recognise, upon reflection, that he had 
been rather brutal and was proportionately contrite; but 
he neither wrote an apology nor delivered one by word of 
mouth. Not being conceited enough to flatter himself that 
the governess had fallen a victim to his personal fascina- 
tions, he was forced to the unwelcome, yet thoroughly 
sound, conclusion that she was making a brazen bid for 
bis rajik and wealth, and under such circumstances his 
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Strength evidently was to sit still. Assailed, as he was at 
that time, by other and less inadmissible female candidates 
for honours which he did not propose to bestow upon any 
of them, he had cultivated an attitude of self-defence which 
consisted in planting his feet firmly upon the ground and 
mutely laying his ears back. This strategy was met by 
them in a style which did not tend to raise his opinion of 
women at large; but at least they were unable to make 
any headway against it. He was sorry that Miss Brad- 
street should be no better than the rest of her sex, for her 
appreciation of his literary efforts had given him some 
passing pleasure; but it did not, after all, signify very 
much what Miss Bradstreet was or was not. 

The next occasion on which he saw a lady who had 
somewhat underrated his intelligence was when, as in duty 
bound, and in deference to maternal promptings, he called 
at Old Park to pay his respects to Mrs. Vyse. He found 
her in the library, engaged in pouring out tea for her 
employer, and she looked as if she had never gone into 
ecstasies over a poem or made eyes at a poet in her life. 
Her eyes, indeed, remained demurely cast down when he 
greeted her; she returned no audible response to his greet- 
ing and almost immediately slipped out of the room. 

"Such a good girl!" murmured Mrs. Vyse, as soon as 
the door had closed behind her, "so thoughtful and 
gentle and considerate! I can't tell you what a comfort 
she has been to me in her quiet way during all the trying 
days that have come upon me this year." 

"She always struck me as an amiable, obliging sort of 
person," observed Leonard, who, without being eager to 
discuss Miss Bradstreet, preferred doing that to entering 
upon the more delicate subject of Mrs. Vyse's trials. 

"Yes, and genuinely sympathising, too, in little, un- 




ICE AND FIRE. 95 

obtrusive ways. I am not, as you know, equal to much 
exertion, and of late so many duties have devolved upon 
me which I had been accustomed to — to have taken off 
my hands that I really can't think how I should have got 
on without her. Of course she is not quite — " 

"I suppose not," Leonard assented; "though, if it 
comes to that, I don't know why, she shouldn't be." 

"Oh, some of them are, no doubt; some of them are 
daughters of the clergy and so forth. But, as a general 
thing, one doesn't expect refinement and doesn't get it. 
I don't call Lily Bradstreet refined; all I claim for her is 
that she is a good, simple little creature and that her 
heart is in the right place." 

Leonard made no rejoinder, as presently Mrs. Vyse 
resumed, "I only hope she hasn't lost it to Mr. Mossop, 
the curate, who is always making excuses to come here 
and who, I am sure, can't afford to marry; but I am 
rather uneasy about her, poor girl! She hasn't seemed 
to me to be in good spirits latterly, and I am afraid she 
may have something on her mind." 

"Don't be alarmed; she won't marry the curate," said 
Leonard, with a short, abrupt laugh. 

But, on being requested to explain himself, all he had 
to reply was that she did not look to him as though she 
would. Inwardly he was a little perturbed and alive to 
the possibility — it was scarcely more than a possibility — 
of Miss Bradstreet's having lost her heart to somebody 
else. If, for her misfortune, she had done that, he had 
wronged her, and he hated to be guilty of injustice to- 
wards anybody. There was, however, nothing to be done 
in the way of making amends, and to give her a wide 
berth remained, anyhow, his wisest course. He brought 
his visit to a close as soon as be could; though he was 
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not allowed to do so until Mrs. Vyse had made him the 
confidant of some natural, but embarrassing, lamentations. 

"I can't venture to hope that you have forgiven poor 
Juliet. Her father, I fear, never will, and it certainly does 
seem out of the question for us to receive her and her 
husband here at present. Still, you will perhaps under- 
stand what a loss she is to me and how anxious I feel 
about her future. Lily Bradstreet tries to comfort me by 
declaring that you are fortunate in having been preserved 
from a wife who would never really have cared for you — 
which may be true — and that you are sure to marry soon 
— which is also true, I daresay. But her idea is that I 
must not hope to see my daughter again while you re- 
main unmarried." 

Leonard did not say that in that case Mrs. Vyse might 
wait a long time before seeing her daughter again; but he 
did say that he harboured no resentment against the 
latter. What he could not honestly affirm was that he 
wished ever to renew friendly intercourse either with her 
or with Archie Morant 

There was another thing for which he was very certain 
that he did not wish, and that was a renewal of friendly 
relations with Miss Bradstreet, whom he vaguely distrusted, 
notwithstanding the favourable report that he had heard 
of her. Yet during many subsequent days thoughts of 
her kept recurring, uninvited, to his mind. The chances 
were that she was, as Mrs. Vyse had called her, a good 
girl; the chances were that she genuinely commiserated 
him and genuinely admired his poetry; the chances were 
assuredly against her having fallen in love with an ill- 
favoured, unlovable being, and even more against her 
having conceived ambitious, preposterous designs. He 
regretted that he had been uncivil to her and resolved to. 
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be civil, if only formally so, should their paths happen to 
cross once more. 

Their paths were just as sure to end by crossing once 
more as a cunning, aspiring, unscrupulous young woman 
was to follow up the scent of her elusive quarry. Miss 
Bradstreet had the wit and the self-control to await her 
opportunity, which came to her when a spell of hard 
weather put a stop to fox-hunting and froze the great 
lake at Leonard's End. That she happened to be a skil- 
ful and graceful skater was a piece of good fortune which 
she naturally took care to turn to account, and as there 
was no sheet of water within a twenty miles' radius which 
could compare with that to which she and the children 
were given leave to betake themselves, her performances 
upon the ice were witnessed and admired by the whole 
county, including Lord Leonard. He took occasion to 
pay her some compliments, which had the apparent effect 
of making her disagreeably aware that she had rendered 
herself conspicuous. She stared at him, murmured an 
indistinct, timid reply, and immediately skated off towards 
a less frequented part of the mere, hoping to goodness 
that he would be sufficiently piqued to follow her. And 
although he was not exactly piqued, he did follow her. 
She never turned her head until he caught her up, nor 
did he succeed in catching her up until she saw fit to 
slacken speed, being by that time a good quarter of a 
mile away from the throng of skaters and bystanders, 
whom a jutting, pine-grown peninsula effectually shut out 
from view. 

"I humbly confess that you have the pace of me, 
Miss Bradstreet,*' said he, laughing, when she came to an 
abrupt standstill and faced him with an air of half-defiant 

'" Lord Leonard, 7 
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interrogation; "but I persevered in the chase, knowing 
that I was bound to overtake you as soon as you reached 
the top of the lake." 

"Why should you have wanted to overtake me, Lord 
Leonard?" she asked, in slightly troubled accents. 

"Only because I wanted to beg your pardon," he an- 
swered, conscious that he was not behaving quite as he 
had intended to behave, yet unable to exhibit himself as 
at one and the same time propitiatory and formal. "I 
know I was surly that afternoon when you were so kind 
as to say flattering things about my attempts at verse- 
making; I am afraid it is my nature to be surly. Will you 
excuse me on the plea that I can't help being what I am, 
and that my general churlishness is addressed to nobody 
in particular?" 

As if any woman living would have been likely to 
excuse him upon a plea so unsatisfactory! Miss Brad- 
street smiled sadly and a trifle bitterly as she answered: 
"There is no need for you to beg my pardon. Lord 
Leonard; I quite understood, thank-you." 

With that she swept swiftly away from him and made 
as though she would retrace her course; but he could do 
no less than intercept her. 

"I hope you believe me," said he; "I hope you don't 
think that I was deliberately impolite." 

"I know you were!" she cried, pausing once more and 
bringing a pair of dilated eyes to bear upon him, after the 
fashion of a hunted animaJ at bay. "Why should you 
deny it? Have I complained? I don't complain; I 
acknowledge that you were right I forgot myself; I took 
the liberty of talking to you as if we were equals, whereas 
I ought to have remembered that you are a peer of the 
realm, while I am nothing but a governess. I needed a 
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lesson, and you gave me one. All I can say is that you 
will never have to give me another." 

Thereupon she sped away like a bird on the wing, 
leaving Leonard to his own reflections, which were neces- 
sarily of a self-accusing order. 

"Does she really take me for a snob?" he penitently 
wondered. "I daresay she does; I daresay she is a little 
bit of a snob herself, poor girl! But I can't allow her to 
remain under that impression; I must see her again and 
make friends with her, though I am not sure that I want 
to be intimate with her." 

He wound up with an involuntary, irrelevant homage 
to the grace of her figure and her movements. "Why 
wasn't Morant attracted by her? She is just the sort of 
woman to. attract him." 

Neither on the morrow nor on the succeeding day did 
Miss Bradstreet appear amongst the skaters, and it was 
with something akin to disappointment that Leonard noted 
her absence. That she should have determined to dis- 
appoint him, at the risk of a thaw setting in, proved her 
to be what in some respects, no doubt, she was, a bold 
strategist, and Fortune, which proverbially favours the 
audacious, did not cheat her of her reward. For on the 
third afternoon the frost still held, and although she was 
at some ostentatious pains to avoid Lord Leonard when 
he approached her and the Vyse children, he ended by 
cornering her at the precise spot where she wished to be 
cornered and where their previous colloquy had taken place. 

"Oh, please don't say or think any more about it!" 
she interrupted, in visible agitation, after he had been 
striving for several minutes to convince her that she had 
done him an injustice. "If I was hurt, I was very silly 
to be hurt, and I quite believe that you did not mean to 
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»hurt me. It was reading your poetry that made toe forget 
— that made me wish-*— But I can't explain!" 

She bit the comer of her mouth until her eyes filled 
with tears— a telling little artifice which she had employed 
many a time before, with satisfactory results. "Lord 
Leonard," said she, "I am sure you want to be kind. 
Will you do me a small favour?" 

"With the greatest pleasure," he answered, "if I 
can." 

"Oh, you can! It is only to take no notice at all of 
me for the future. We shall not often meet, I hope, and 
when we do, it will be the easiest thing in the world for 
you to ignore me. Nobody is expected to shake hands 
with the governess." 

Leonard scrutinised her with quickened, interest. 
"Why are you so vindictive?" he asked. 

Her eyes, encountering his for one flashing instant 
from between moist lashes, pathetically answered the 
question; her lips hurriedly replied: 

"I am not vindictive; I can't bear you to think that 
of me! I shall always remember that you were very kind 
to me once and that you let me see your poems, and — 
and I shall always pray for your happiness, as I have 
done all along. But I don't want you to be either kind 
or unkind to me ever again, please. I must go now." 

In her haste to escape she wheeled round too sud- 
denly; her skate slipped and she would have fallen if he 
had not caught her in his arms. That she incontinently 
burst out crying was perhaps due, as he understood her 
to aver between her sobs that it was, to the pain caused 
by her having once more wrenched her weak ankle; but, 
however that may have been, the least he could do was 
to half support, half carry her to the frozen bank, and. 
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even after he had deposited her upon it she continued to 
cling to him, weeping hysterically. 

The least impressionable of men might have been 
pardoned for losing self-command in such a situation, and 
Leonard was somewhat more impressionable than he was 
supposed to be by those who knew him best. The woman 
whose head rested upon his shoulder, and whose frame 
was shaken by gusts of emotion which she evidently could 
not control, was, after all, a very pretty woman and, like 
everybody else, he had senses which were liable to oc- 
casional disturbance. Moreover, she had just as good as 
told him that she loved him; she was perhaps the only 
person in the world who did; how could he help being 
both sorry for her and grateful to her? It was doubtless 
unlucky for him that sorrow and gratitude should have 
found expression through the time-honoured and simple 
medium of a kiss; but then his luck, poor fellow, was ever 
of the worst. 

Miss Bradstreet's good luck, on the contrary, was 
equalled only by her prompt and adroit manipulation of 
it. Without giving Leonard time to realise that he had 
been guilty of a most imprudent act, she ecstatically re- 
turned his kiss, and then gasped out, "Oh, but I must 
not! — we must not! — it would be impossible!" 

What would be impossible? Of what was she insanely 
dreaming? To a resolute woman there are but few down- 
right impossibilities, and although he was not at that mo- 
ment disposed to think of her as resolute, her ejaculation 
had so chilling and sobering an effect upon him that he 
would have requested her to be more explicit, had she 
not suddenly wrested herself free, whispering, as she did 
so: "Pretend to be helping me to taj^e my skates off; 
SQinetjody is goming!" 
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Somebody was stepping gingerly across the ice; but it 
was only a footman, despatched by Mrs. Leonard to state 
that she was about to drive back to the house, and was 
his lordship ready? His lordship at first replied that he 
was not ready; but, on receiving a muttered admonition 
from the lady at whose feet he knelt, modified this into: 
"You can say that I shall be with Mrs. Leonard in a few 
minutes." 

"This means," said Miss Bradstreet, as soon as the 
man had withdrawn, "that your disappearance and mine 
has ahready been remarked upon, and it will never do for 
us to give a handle to scandalmongers. I would much 
rather that you left me now, please." 

His own perturbed feeling was that he would very 
much rather leave her than stay with her; but how was 
she to limp back unassisted? Upon this point she reas- 
sured him, declaring, with perfect truth, that she was not 
really disabled. 

"It was nothing but a twist, which found out the 
weak spot for a moment; I shall be all right without my 
skates." She added, after a brief pause, "I can't trust 
myself to speak now; but if you wish to say anything 
more to mci — and something more will have to be said, 
will it not? — I shall be in the wood just outside our 
lodge to-morrow afternoon at four o'clock. Mrs. Vyse is 
going to take the children to a juvenile party at which my 
attendance is not required, as there will be no room for 
me in the carriage." 

He had no choice but to accept that assignation and 
his immediate dismissal, although he did not much fancy 
the former. What he liked still less was the good-humoured 
chaff of the young men and maidens who accompanied 
him and his mother homewards in the waggonette. This 
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was the second time, they observed, that he had been 
seen to pursue Mrs. Vyse's pretty governess out of sight, 
and they wanted to know what it meant. With all his heart 
he wished that he could tell them; with all his heart, too, 
he wished that he himself knew. He thought however, 
that he knew what it could never mean and what Miss 
Bradstreet, surely, must realise that it never could mean. 
Only it was a thousand pities that he had been such a 
lunatic as to kiss her! 



CHAPTER X. 
TWO BY TRICKS. 

If there was a question which perplexed Leonard more 
than that of what he was going to say to Miss Bradstreet, 
as he strode towards the appointed trysting-place through 
the gloom of a bleak, grey afternoon, it was that of what 
on earth she was going to say to him. Nothing that it 
could be very agreeable to him to hear: that much seemed 
certain. Yet, conscious though he was of having got him- 
self into a horrid mess, and eager though he was to find 
some honourable way of escape from it, he found a species 
, of exhilaration in the thought that one woman in the 
world loved him. Not, indeed, an eligible woman, jiot a 
woman of his own class, not even, to his sense, a beauti- 
ful woman; still one who really and truly loved him, and 
who would have loved him — so, at least, he believed — had 
he been poor and obscure. It was strange that, despite 
his natural humility, despite the crudity of Miss Brad- 
street's manoeuvres and in the face of all probability, he 
should have believed anything of the sort; but such was 
his belief. 

So when she hurried to meet him in the privacy of a 
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leafless copse and when, without a word, she flung herself 
into his arms, he was fain to repeat his indiscretion of the 
previous day. He had perhaps no choice between the 
folly of repeating it and the brutality of repelling her; 
nevertheless, he gravely compromised his chances of effect- 
ing an orderly retreat by thus permitting her to score an 
initial success. He was, moreover, quite taken aback by 
her method of following it up; for although he had pre- 
pared himself for several possible lines of action on her 
part, he had never expected her to assume the character 
of an injured, yet forgiving, victim. 

"You must not reproach yourself," she murmured; 
"you may be sure that I do not reproach you. I know 
you care for me; I know you feel — as I felt long before 
you did — that we were created for one another; I under- 
stand your having forced me — oh, so much against my 
will! — to do what I had vowed that nothing should tempt 
me to do. Don't pity me; I am glad, as well as wretched. 
And indeed, my dearest love," she went on, gently caress- 
ing him, "you are almost as much to be pitied as I am. 
Yes, pitied, not blamed, nor accused of wanting courage." 

Leonard could not help saying that he was not aware 
of being a coward. 

."Nobody," she declared, "would dare to call you a 
coward. But there are different kinds of courage, and you 
would have a kind which I suppose not one man in a 
hundred could boast of if you were to defy your mother 
and your family and your whole world by insisting upon 
marrying Mrs. Vyse's governess. You will not insist — no, 
don't interrupt me! — I am quite certain that you will not; 
and what is more, I would not consent to marry you if 
you did. Although I am nobody, I have the sort of pride 
which even mer^ nobodies paust be allowed to have; b^» 
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sides which, I love you far too much to let you spoil your 
life for me." 

Was ever honest gentleman placed in a more painful 
dilemma? So honest was Leonard that he had half a 
mind to blurt out the truth and take all the humiliating 
consequences. If he refrained from adopting that heroic 
plan, it was assuredly not in order to spare himself, but 
because, whatever varieties of courage he may have pos- 
sessed, he had not that of being mercifully cruel. 

"You are mistaken in me," said he, quietly with- 
drawing himself from Miss Bradstreet's clinging embrace. 
"You probably think that I am under my mother's thumb; 
most people, I believe, think so, and to a certain extent 
they are right. I would sacrifice a good deal to avoid 
distressing my mother, and I may as well confess that I 
would also sacrifice something rather than offend the pre- 
judices of the little world in which I live. But I certainly 
would not sacrifice the happiness of any woman whom I 
loved either to please my mother or in deference to con- 
ventional ideas. The one and only essential thing, it 
seems to me, is that there should be real love on both 
sides. I think you will agree with me there, and that you 
will see how indispensable it is for us to make sure that 
we know what we are about." 

Miss Bradstreet, whose notions as to what she was 
about left nothing to be desired in respect of lucidity, 
sighed heavily. "It is not your love that I doubt," she 
answered; "I should be ashamed of myself if I could think 
that you had kissed me yesterday without loving me. But 
I do doubt whether you would have done it if I had not 
so unpardonably betrayed my love for you; I do doubt 
whether a mis^Uapce could ever make you happy." 
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"That," he returned, with a touch of indpatience, "is 
not the question." 

But she persisted in making it the question; she divined 
where the weak spot in his armour was, and upon that 
spot she wisely concentrated the whole force of her attack. 
He ought, of course, to have told her frankly that he was 
not in love with her, that he had yielded to an impulse 
which he now sincerely regretted and that he was willing 
to make any amends which it might be in his power to 
make. Had he done so and shown a sufficiently resolute 
front, it is not impossible that the lady might have come 
to terms; for she would have had no particular objection 
to incurring his contempt, and upon his discretion she 
might, for obvious reasons, count But he was too chivalrous 
to take ordinary care of himself, too honourable to shirk 
the logical results of his own actions and — despite his 
newly-born distrust of all women — too easily blinded to 
suspect the sincerity of this one. The joy (for such it 
really was to him) of believing himself the object of a dis- 
interested passion, together with certain appeals to the 
human side of him in the use of which his companion 
was skilled, effected what remained to be done. At the 
end of a quarter of an hour he would have hesitated to 
swear that he did not love Lily Bradstreet. 

She, on the other hand, did not hesitate to vow that 
she would never do him the injury of becoming his wife. 
He had to argue with her, he had to implore her, he had 
to tell, in good faith, the most extravagant falsehoods be- 
fore she could be prevailed upon to yield an inch, and 
even when her obstinacy at length broke down, she made 
Mrs. Leonard's acquiescence a sine qud non. 

"Don't you see," she tearfully protested, "how mon- 
strous it would be of me to bring about a quarrel between 
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you and your mother? That I will not and cannot do. 
I should be ready, for your sake, to bear the slights and 
sneers which I know I should have to bear if you were to 
marry me; in the long run I daresay I should live them down, 
and it would not be my fault if you ever repented of your 
bargain. But I haven't the strength, and — oh, forgive me 
for saying so, but I am afraid it is true! — I don't think 
you have the strength either, to brave Mrs. Leonard." 

"My mother is aware," he replied, "that in the last 
resort I shall neither quarrel with her nor succumb to her. 
Of course she will give us great trouble at first; but we 
must put up with that. Although I can't truthfully say 
that I expect anything but a reluctant assent from her, I 
am convinced that she will finally assent. More than that 
it would be scarcely reasonable to ask." 

To ask as much was to ask no trifle, and well Miss 
Bradstreet knew it; but to obtain as much would be to 
obtain the assurance of triumph, and she had taken Lord 
Leonard's measure accurately enough to realise that it had 
now become a point of honour with him to overcome his 
mother's opposition. She said: 

"I don't want to be unreasonable; only I am per- 
suaded that, for your sake as well as for my own — a great 
deal more for your sake than for my own, indeed — I ought 
to insist upon Mrs. Leonard's assent, even though it should 
be reluctantly given. I wish I could feel persuaded that 
you ought to ask for it!" 

She was persuaded, at all events, that he was going to 
ask for it, and in that comforting conviction she was so 
exultant that she had some difficulty in maintaining a fitting 
air of dejection. Tears, however, were always at her com- 
mand, and with these she so bedewed the front of his coat 
.that when he quitted her he was himself deeply moved. 
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Many marriages have been brought to pass by means 
of similar tactics, and some of them have turned out better 
than they had any business to do. Leonard was taken in 
to the extent, of imagining that his Lily adored him; he 
was not deceived, or only partially so, as to his personal 
sentiments. But if happiness was not for him, it was some- 
thing to be able to confer happiness upon her. It was also 
something to be delivered from the persecution of other 
young women who demanded a less legitimate description 
of happiness. On reaching home, he found the entire 
house-party assembled at afternoon tea, and sundry jocular 
inquiries as to what he had been doing with' himself since 
luncheon were addressed to him. But nobody, it may 
safely be assumed, had the least inkling of the dreadful 
truth, and certainly Mrs. Leonard had none. Her sensa- 
tions were those of one who has been stricken by sudden 
paralysis when her son, following her, after a time, into 
the little room where she had for years been in the habit 
of attending to the estate business and which was still kept 
sacred from intruders, said quietly: 

"I want to tell you, mother, that I am going to be 
married to Miss Bradstreet." 

She convulsively gripped the arms of the chair on 
which she was seated behind her writing-table and glared 
at him for a whole minute in speechless horror. 

"If you were not what you are, Leonard," she gasped 
out at last, "I should think that you must be either out of 
your mind or intoxicated!" 

"It is because you are what you are, mother," he re- 
turned, "that I didn't attempt to break the news gently to 
you. Nothing, I know, could really have lessened the shock 
that this must be to you, and your nerves are as strong 
a? your will. It was best to come straight to the point, 
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The point is that I am going to marry Mrs. Vyse's gover- 
ness, and the first thing to be done is to make it clear to 
you that I cannot be dissuaded from marrying her." 

"Oh, but you are mad!" Mrs. Leonard ejaculated. 

"No, I am perfectly sane. So sane that I fully realise 
how mad all other sane persons are sure to think me. Let 
me try to explain; though I can hardly hope to be under- 
stood. You know what I have been through, and you 
know, for I told you, that it was my wish and intention 
not to tempt fortune a second time. But you impress upon 
me — rightly, perhaps — that it is my duty to beget an heir. 
Well, if so, may I not at least claim the privilege of choos- 
ing for my wife one who loves me for my own sake, Hot 
because I am Lord Leonard nor because I have more 
thousands a year than I know how to spend?" 

"And you think the position of governess in Mrs. Vyse's 
family so delightful that anybody who could be prevailed 
upon to relinquish it in o^^der to become your wife must 
be such a person as you describe. Really I wonder that 
you did not make assurance doubly sure by proposing to 
the scullery-maid!" 

"What I think is that neither a scullery-maid nor a 
governess nor the daughter of a duke would be at all likely 
to lose her heart to me. If Lily is so exceptional as to 
love me, the circumstance of her being a governess is ir- 
relevant. From my point of view, that is; from yours, of 
course, it would be a very relevant and most deplorable 
circumstance." 

"Oh, an absolutely prohibiting one! It seems almost 
superfluous to inquire whether you seriously imagine that 
anything of the sort can be permitted." 

"I am quite aware that it would never be permitted, 
supposing I had to crave permission; but I am not doing 
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that, I am simply making an announcement. As I said 
just now, I want you to understand that I can't be for- 
bidden or dissuaded." 

"Not even when I tell you that you will have to choose 
between this woman and me? It is true that I have no 
longer any authority over you; but you may perhaps con- 
sent to think twice or three times before you decide to 
cut yourself off finally and permanently from all intercourse 
with your mother." 

"Rather than do that I would give up anything, ex- 
cept my self-respect, which compels me to keep my word. 
I should say, however, that Lily is more amenable to pres- 
sure. She declares that she won^t marry me without your 
approval." 

"In that case," rejoined Mrs. Leonard, drawing a long 
breath, "she may make her mind easy — or uneasy. She 
certainly will not get my approval." 

"I suppose not; but there are two considerations to 
which I will ask you to give the weight which I think they 
deserve. One of them is that if I do not marry Lily Brad- 
street, I shall not marry at all. Will you, to save time, ac- 
cept that as my unalterable determination? Of course I 
have reasons for saying so; but to state them would be a 
long, wearisome business, and I doubt very much whether 
it would be in my power to make them intelligible. The 
other is that I shall do my very utmost to overcome Lily's 
scruples, and I leave you to judge whether I am not pretty 
certain to succeed." After a short pause he resumed: 
"One thing more I may as well mention while I am at it. 
I suppose I don't look particularly eccentric; but I am cap- 
able of the wildest eccentricity. I have it in me to resign 
all my worldly possessions at a given moment to my next 
of kin and disappear, I believe you know that I have 
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never cared a rush for my worldly possessions; but I am 
sure you don't know how passionately I long for the sea 
at times. It is the literal, sober trlith that I would far 
rather be master of a coasting brig than a large landed 
proprietor. What duty obliges me to go on holding a po- 
sition which I hate and in which, as a childless man, I 
shall have no interest beyond my own?" 

In caUing her son mad Mrs. Leonard had, of course, 
only employed a figure of speech; but she now felt positive 
that eccentric was too mild an adjective to apply to his 
mental condition. To reason with a man who could talk 
as he had been talking would evidently be idle, and al- 
though she was secretly alarmed, outward composure re- 
turned to her. 

"I think," she observed coldly, "that the best plan will 
be for me to see the governess. Perhaps you will be so 
kind as to let her know that I will receive her here to- 
morrow afternoon. You may add, if you like, that I have 
no intention of upbraiding her and that I am prepared to 
listen patiently to anything that she may have to say." 

"Very well," answered Leonard, "I will deliver that 
message to her." 

He remained silent for a moment and then drew nearer 
to the stern lady at the writing-table. "Mother," said he, 
"I have spoken roughly and peremptorily; when one means 
to assert one's independence it is as well to do so in a 
way which can't be misunderstood. But I hope you don't 
think that your disappointment and disapproval are matters 
of indifference to me. It is natural that you should be dis- 
appointed and that you should disapprove; only — I am going 
to marry lily Bradstreet or nobody. That can't be helped." 

As Mrs. Leonard was of opinion that it could be 
helped, she merely tightened her lips and nodded. 
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"So that we must not fall out over it," her son con- 
cluded, laying his fingers upon her irresponsive ones. 
"Things which can't t>e cured must be endured." 

Mrs. Leonard had no notion of enduring the incurable 
calamity with which her house was threatened, nor did 
Miss Bradstreet feel by any means confident of victory, 
when informed of the ordeal which she was called upon 
to face. 

"I should not mind being scolded or abused," she 
despairingly told her suitor; "but the worst of it is that I 
shall be exhorted to spare you, and that I sha'n't be able 
to resist that appeal." 

Nevertheless, she was firmly purposed to make a good 
fight for a coronet, and in this resolution she was fortified 
by Leonard's support, as well as by the account that he 
gave her of his conversation with his mother. When, on 
the following afternoon, she was ushered into the august 
presence of her mother-in-law presumptive, she had a plan 
of campaign ready and discerned dearly enough the point 
where pressure might be brought to bear upon her for- 
midable adversary. 

"Mrs. Leonard," said she, after listening in meek silence 
to remarks which were not over delicately worded and 
suggestions for a compromise which she was entitled to re- 
sent as insulting, "I don't wonder at your treating me as 
a mere adventuress; what you say is, no doubt, just what 
I should say if I were a great lady and if my son wanted 
to marry somebody far beneath him in ranL But may I, 
in justice to myself, remind you that, although he is not 
bound to abide by your decision, I am? You can prevent 
him fi-om marrying me if you choose, and I shall not com- 
plain if you do." 

"I trust that you are sincere," answered Mrs. Leonard 
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austerely; "for I have no option but to take you at your 
word. Pecuniary compensation: — " 

Miss Bradstreet checked her with uplifted hands. " Please 
don't hurt me by saying that again!" she implored. "You 
may think it presumptuous of me to love your son; but is 
it, after all, my fault that I do love him? I love him so 
much that I should have refused him without a moment's 
hesitation if I had not thought that there was a chance — 
just a chance — of my being able to save him from worse 
things. Not without your assistance, though. Between us, 
we might, I hope and believe, reconcile him to his appointed 
life; between us — for I need not. say that, if you could have 
been brought to sanction what most people would call a 
most imprudent match, I should have made a point of your 
continuing to live with us and should have regarded my- 
self as in every way your subordinate — we might conquer 
this desperate, overwhelming desire of his to shake off all 
his chains and go to sea. But since that cannot be, there 
is no more to be said. I know how great your influence 
over him is, and I cannot sufficiently trust my own to dis- 
obey you. Will you tell him that from me?" 

The above subtle offer of collaboration gave Mrs. 
Leonard pause. Power and authority were very dear to 
her; her son could, and perhaps would, deprive her of 
both; viewed in the light of a/i> aller, the governess might 
be worth considering. She gazed steadfastly into the latter's 
face and saw, or fancied she saw, the countenance of an 
amiable, malleable goose. 

"I will be candid with you," said she. "I should ex- 
tremely dislike to have you established here as Lady 
Leonard, and you yourself, I gather, recognise your obvious 
disqualifications. Yet, as you say, an even worse state of 
things is imaginable. I will speak again to my son upon 

Lord Leonard. o 
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the subject Let it be clearly understood between us that 
I shall do my utmost to prevent him from making an un- 
suitable marriage; but, should he prove inflexible, I may, 
upon the conditions that you mention, withdraw my op- 
position. I ought perhaps to add that you seem to me 
disposed to behave as a right-minded person should." 

Miss Bradstreet was not without histrionic talent She 
flung herself suddenly upon her knees before Mrs. Leonard 
and, possessing herself of that lady's hand, pressed its 
somewhat salient knuckles to her lips. 

"I am so glad," she murmured, "that you believe in 
me! — so glad you see that what I really want is what you 
want! If he can only be saved, either with me or without 
me, I shall be more than content I have felt instinctively 
from the first that the decision would have to rest with you, 
and I ask nothing better than to leave it with you." 

"You may," Mrs. Leonard responded, perceptibly 
mollified, "be a good girl; I am sure I hope you are. All 
1 can say is that I shall act in accordance with what I 
conceive to be my plain duty." 

If, on the homeward path, Miss Bradstreet abstained 
from throwing her hat up into the air, it was only because 
she realised the imprudence of such a demonstration when 
her grave suitor might be lurking somewhere in the vicinity. 
As a matter of fact, he was not far off, and after he had 
joined her, as he speedily did, a few words sufficed to 
set the seal upon their joint destinies. 

CHAPTER XL 
LADY LEONARD IN THE SADDLE. 

Lord Leonard's engagement and quickly following 
marriage were something more than a nine days' wonder 
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both in his own county and in the wider circles affected 
by the fate of a personage so inevitably prominent That 
he had made a deplorable fool of himself was, of course, 
the universal verdict, while his mother's supineness in al- 
lowing him so to do was a source of general stupefaction. 
Poor Mrs. Leonard, however, was not supine. She gave in 
as soon as she perceived that she had better make a virtue 
of necessity, and not a day sooner. Miss Bradstreet, it is 
true, conceded to her an unconditional right pf veto; but 
her son did not, nor did he leave her in any doubt as to 
what his course of action would be, should she see fit to 
exercise it He would either insist upon marrying the 
governess, in defiance of maternal prohibition and despite 
the young woman's own professed reluctance, or carry out 
his threat of practically abolishing himself, and which of 
these painful alternatives he really wished to adopt Mrs. 
Leonard could not for the life of her determine. It may 
be that he himself did. not know; his diary throws little 
light upon the question. Only it seems certain that he 
had at that time quite made up his mind to be bothered 
no longer with schemes for an aristocratic alliance. It is 
likewise, certain that he was never at any time in love with 
lily Bradstreet and probable that he was convinced of her 
love for him. As for Mrs. Leonard, the prospect of cer- 
tain compensations was, as we have seen, held out to her : 
she could gain nothing and might lose much by assuming 
an irreconcilable attitude. 

What was naturally desirable, under the very distress- 
ing circumstances, was that the wedding ceremony should 
be solemnised as quietly and privately as might be. It 
took place at the parish churdi early in the year, Mrs. 
Leonard, grave, impassive and unapproachable, lending it 
the sanction of her presence, as did also the bewildered 

8* 
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General and Mrs. Vyse. Invitations to friends and relatives 
were dispensed with; but a presentation and an illuminated 
address from the tenants, together with sundry subdued 
rejoicings and benefactions, were deemed unavoidable. 

"We must not appear to be conscious of disgracing our- 
selves, whatever some of us may feel," Mrs. Leonard drily 
remarked, after drawing up the requisite instructions. 

She behaved, upon the whole, as well as any reason- 
able being could have expected her to behave; she offered 
explanations to nobody, nor had a single person the audacity 
to condole with her. If, on the conclusion of the nuptial 
rite, she went so far as to publicly embrace her daughter- 
in-law, that was rather a proof of personal courage and 
submission to the Diviue will than evidence of an affection 
which she assuredly did not feel. She never — save in that 
^ religious sense which appears to be, somehow, compatible 
with undying rancour — forgave Leonard: on the other 
hand, she did not uselessly upbraid him. 

"You have made your choice; it now remains for you 
to face and perform duties which your choice has rendered 
additionally difficult," was her farewell remark when he 
and his wife started on the first stage of a wedding journey 
which was to extend to the upper Nile. 

Was there a gleam of triumph in the bride's red-brown 
eyes, as she was whirled off towards the railway-station, 
to an accompaniment of obligatory cheering? Mrs. Leonard 
half fancied that there was, hoped that it might only be 
fancy, and retired into the desolate house between a double 
line of servants who had doubtless drawn their own con- 
clusions from the announcement made to them that there 
was to be no devolution of authority in the rule of the 
establishment. Her commonsense forbade her, perhaps, 
to believe in the permanency of the part assigned to her, 
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but a period of regency she believed to be indispensable. 
Meanwhile, quite the best thing that the young couple could 
do was to betake themselves to Egypt and remain there 
until the curiosity stirred up by their extraordinary mar- 
riage should have had time to subside. All emotions, all 
excitements subside in time; although, alas! there are legal 
acts which no lapse of time can undo. 

Lord Leonard, of course, knew absolutely nothing about 
his wife when he espoused her. What discoveries he may 
have made during prolonged wanderings in southern lati- 
tudes can only be conjectured, by reason of his inveterate 
reticence and of the very meagre and colourless entries re- 
lating to that winter and spring which his journal contains. 
What is certain is that, when he returned in the month of 
May to his London house, he did not exhibit the joyous 
aspect of one who has married for love and who counts 
the world well lost Lady Leonard, on the other hand, 
was radiant. Also it soon became evident to all who were 
brought into contact with her that, whatever had been her 
aim in bestowing herself upon her somewhat saturnine 
consort, she had in no wise contemplated the abandonment 
of worldly pleasures as a result of that step. A great many 
people were brought into contact with her; for she was, 
after all. Lady Leonard now, and if she had once upon a 
time been somebody's governess, she had never, so far as 
was known, been anything worse. It was, with regard to 
her admission into so-called exclusive circles, a mere ques- 
tion of demeanour and aplomb, and in both respects she 
easily passed muster. Prosperity had the becoming and 
beautifying effect upon this handsome young woman that 
it has upon most mortals; the family diamonds were scarcely 
less indebted to her than she was to them; she was ac- 
cepted civilly by great ladies and almost enthusiastically 
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by their husbands. Mrs. Leonard, who had journeyed up 
to Grosvenor Place to receive the young couple on their 
return from foreign parts, looked on with mixed feelings 
at a social success which she had, as in duty bound, done 
something, though not very much, to promote. 

"L see," she caustically remarked to her son, "that 
your wife will not bring discredit upon you, so long as she 
does not lose her head." 

"I don't think," he replied, "that she is likely to do that" 

"Well, time will show. She is at present a good deal 
elated, and one cannot wonder at her being so. A little 
more diffidence would not be out of place; still it is bet- 
ter, I daresay, that she should be self-possessed than shy 
and awkward. I do not complain." 

The truth was that Mrs. Leonard would not have been 
sorry to be given some cause for complaint; for the spec- 
tacle of a lively, good-looking, but distinctly underbred 
woman carrying all before her is seldom a pleasing one to 
the rest of her sex. But Lily Was admirable with her 
mother-in-law, to whose homilies she always lent a respect- 
ful ear and whom she never failed to consult (if she did 
not invariably obey) with reference to questions of costume 
and hospitality. The two ladies got on together as amicably 
as it was possible for two ladies whom nothing could pre- 
vent from eventually falling out to do, and in justice to 
the younger it must be said that she made many more 
concessions than she received. 

It has been freely asserted that even in those early 
days of her married life Lady Leonard gave evidence of 
proclivities which afterwards earned her an unenviable 
notoriety; but there does not appear to be much substantial 
ground for that accusation. It may be taken for granted 
that she did not wish to jeopardise a position which she 
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thoroughly enjoyed, and although her husband may have 
bored her, he probably had not yet begun to exasperate 
her. Her mother-in-law more than once bluntly rebuked 
her for "rolling her eyes" at men; but when she replied, 
with surprised contrition, that she could not help rolling 
them and meant nothing by it, she was perhaps only stat- 
ing the truth. One could not, Mrs. Leonard reflected, 
mournfully mindful of the proverb relating to silk purses 
and sows' ears, expect her to be what neither nature nor 
training had made her. Nevertheless, it was increasingly 
and distressingly obvious that she was not at all what she 
had meekly affected to be when humbling herself before 
one who might have denied her all her actual glories. There 
was nothing definite or tangible to object to in her conduct; 
yet she was not altogether satisfactory. She did not, for 
instance, devote herself to Leonard after the fashion which 
she had seemed to foreshadow, nor did she show signs of 
any desire more serious than that of amusing herself, >. 

She amused herself, that season, a great deal more 
than her husband did. For him the London season had 
associations and memories to which he naturally made no 
verbal reference, but which it was out of his power to dis- 
miss. Also he did not get on very well with her ladyship's 
friends, who were for the most part gay youths, and with 
whom he had little in common. He was a pretty constant 
attendant at the House of Lords, obtained some occasional 
work on committees, wrote verses in his too frequent leisure 
hours and did what was incumbent upon him in the way 
of entertainments which he found the reverse of entertain- 
ing. His enlightenment as to the state of Lily's affections 
and her motives for having married him was probably the 
more complete because they had no quarrels and because 
she was so evidently unconscious of being a disappoint- 
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ment. Mrs. Leonard, who had but few illusions to lose 
respecting her daughter-in-law, was less dejected, less ap- 
prehensive, if more outspokenly critical, than he. 

But Mrs. Leonard's turn came when, in the month of 
July, a move was made down to the country. At Leonard's 
End the drawbacks of divided female authority soon be- 
gan to manifest themselves in an acute form which had 
been temporarily warded off by the distractions of life in 
Grosvenor Place. Inevitable bickerings arose; the inter- 
vention of the head of the family was more than once 
demanded; and what could he, as a would-be just man, 
do but range himself on his wife's side? 

"I try my best," Lily told him, not without plausibility, 
"to be patient and forbearing; I knew from the first that 
I should have to put up with rather more than my fair 
share of snubs and humiliations. But ought I, do you 
think^ to stand being ordered to pay certain calls on a 
certain day and then scolded, like a disobedient servant, 
because I had a headache that day and didn't go?" 

It was in consideration of Lady Leonard's headaches 
and the state of her health that the grim Dowager con- 
sented to abate a few pretensions which she would not 
formally relinquish. A large establishment, she said, must 
either be managed in conformity with rule and discipline 
or not managed at all; a careless mistress made careless 
servants; punctuality was essential and attendance at family 
prayers should be considered a matter of obligation. 

''If I impress these things upon your wife, it is for her 
good and because I really do not know for what other 
purpose I am here. You are well aware, I hope, that I 
am ready, at a word from you, to drop the reins and leave 
my sole reason for remaining is that, until the 
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event to which we are all looking forward is safely over, 
I believe that I am of some service to you both by doing so." 

Unfortunately, the event alluded to took place at an 
earlier date than it should have done; still more unfor- 
tunately, its occurrence was accelerated, or thought to have 
been so, by a battle royal between Mrs. Leonard and her 
daughter-in-law upon the subject of nomenclature, the former 
lady being determined that the coming heir should bear the 
name of Hubert, while the latter was fantastically bent upon 
calling him Demetrius, after the hero of a translated Russian 
novel which had interested her. The heir took matters 
into his own hands by surviving his birth less than half 
an hour and defrauding the hastily-summoned parson. As 
for his mother, it was, during many ensuing days, a ques- 
tion whether she would not follow him. The most un- 
fortunate incident of all, perhaps, was that she ultimately 
recovered; but Leonard, not possessing the gift of prophecy, 
and being filled with genuine concern and commiseration, 
could not realise that. Mrs. Leonard probably did; although 
in due season she joined in publicly returning thanks to 
Heaven at the parish church for late mercies vouchsafed 
to her family. 

No further mercies of a conspicuous order were vouch- 
safed to the denizens of Leonard's End. "Your mother," 
Leonard's convalescent wife said to him in so many words, 
"has killed our son and done her best to kill me. Don't 
you think we have endured about as much as we are 
called upon to endure?" 

He was not quite sure Whether he thought so or not, 
and Lily's language seemed to him to be exaggerated; but 
he was soon made aware that attempts to smoothe things 
over were a waste of time and breath. Lady Leonard was 
excusably anxious to get rid of her mother-in-law; the 
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Dowager, although not anxious to go, was resolved never 
to play second fiddle: there was, therefore, nothing to be 
done, save to await as silently as might be the explosion 
which both appeared to regard as a necessary preliminary 
to altered arrangements. 

This took place shortly after her ladyship's restoration 
to complete health. She arose from her bed of sickness 
a changed woman — or, if not changed in nature ^ yet 
curiously so in speech and demeanour. She discarded the 
last shred of that submissiveness which had served her 
turn and exhibited herself as a vulgar, not ill-humoured, 
rather coarse woman, who knew what her rights were and 
intended to claim them. She was of course entitled to 
give orders to the housekeeper, she was of course entitled 
to seat herself at the head of the table; both of which 
steps she took one day without prior warning and without 
apology. Furthermore, she saw fit to informally invite cer- 
tain of the neighbours to dinner, although they did not 
happen to be quite the sort of guests whom it had been 
customary to receive on an informal footing at Leonard's 
End. 

Against these proceedings the deposed Queen Regent 
made no overt protest. With compressed lips and a lower- 
ing brow, she ignored the proffered gage of battle, feeling 
well assured that worse was to come, and being resolute 
to conquer or be conquered in the panoply of strict recti- 
tude. She only smiled when Lady Leonard, who was no 
horsewoman, insisted upon following the hounds, and smiled 
again when her ladyship was brought home with a crushed 
hat and a rent habit But at open, ostentatious, under- 
bred flirtation she felt — as her supplanter may possibly 
have designed that she should — bound to draw the line. 
There were amongst the members of the local hunt sundry 
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undesirable persons who did not mind sacrificing a day's 
sport for the sake of dancing attendance upon a good- 
looking woman of high social standing, and with one of 
these (it matters little with which, for in the sequel she 
flirted with them all) Lady Leonard chose to carry on 
after a fashion inadmissible in any decent household. So, 
at anyrate, her mother-in-law roundly affirmed, and what 
followed was a foregone conclusion. 

"I have put up with injuries," Lily told her husband; 
"you should not, and I am sure you will not, ask me to 
put up with gross and studied insults. If your mother 
likes to beg my pardon and withdraw her words, well and 
good; if she refuses, I must refuse to speak to her or eat 
my meals with her, that's all." 

Mrs. Leonard was not the woman to beg anybody's 
pardon, much less to retract a statement to every syllable 
of which she adhered. She disdainfully gave instructions 
for the packing up of her belongings forthwith. 

"I do not blame you," said she, in answer to Leonard's 
somewhat half-hearted pleas and expostulations; "so long 
as your wife does not bring public shame upon you, you 
have practically no choice but to support her, even against 
me. On the other hand, I have no choice but to leave 
this house. We have both been deceived by her; I only 
regret that the penalty is likely to be far more severe in 
your case than in mine." 

"Is it quite fair to call Lily deceitful, mother?" 

"Absolutely fair. Otherwise I should not call her so. As 
I say, I do not blame you for standing up for her, nor do 
I blame you as much as I blame myself for having been 
taken in by devices which it ought to have been easy 
enough to see through. Oh, I don't mean that I ever mis- 
took her for a gentlewoman, and I can't imagine that you 
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did either. But I did not, I confess, suspect her of being 
what she is." 

"Of being what she is?" 

Mrs. Leonard nodded, with grim complacency. "Of 
being what I felt compelled to tell her that she is. Not, 
perhaps, aheady disreputable, but in a fair and sure way 
to become so." 

After so outrageous an accusation as that — an accusa- 
tion, too, supported by no evidence worthy of the name — 
there was nothing more to be said. Mrs. Leonard, how- 
ever, had a few more words to say. 

"I am sorry to tell you that your wife is a fool, and 
that, heartless and selfish as she unquestionably is, she 
does not, I greatly fear, see her own interest plainly enough 
to steer clear of open scandal. Her heartlessness can be 
no secret to you; for you must have seen that she did not 
care. in the least about the poor, dear baby's death. And 
it is only too likely that, after her mishap, she will have 
no more children. A sad mistake has been made; but 
that cannot be helped now. I have done what I could; 
henceforth I can only pray for you." 

If Mrs. Leonard prayed for her son's welfare — and 
there is little reason to doubt that she did — her prayers, 
possibly, were not offered up in the proper spirit; for they 
were rewarded by no such success as attended her vale- 
dictory prophecy. 

CHAPTER XII. 
LOGICAL RESULTS. 

"Your friend Lord Leonard," General Vyse once re- 
marked to the humble compiler of this narrative, "is one 
of the very best men in England, and nobody can deny 
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that he has intellectual powers far above the average; yet 
he has been more or less of a failure at every job that he 
has ever taken in hand. In politics he doesn't count; no- 
body has ever thought of offering him office, though he 
is a good debater and only speaks when he has thoroughly 
mastered his subject. In literature you would class him, 
no doubt, amongst the mediocrities, notwithstanding the 
mass of poems and essays that he has turned out. As for 
his domestic life, everybody knows what a hash he has 
made of that The reason of it, I imagine, is that he has 
never contrived to throw his heart into anything. He really 
doesn't care, and a man who doesn't care is apt to do 
queer things. Whether he cared for my poor daughter 
before she eloped with her rascally husband I'm sure I 
can't tell; at the time it seemed to me that he took his 
misfortune pretty coolly, and one may almost say that he 
helped to bring it upon himself. Then, without rhyme or 
reason, he marries our ex-governess, who for two years 
leads him the deuce's own life. Then — but you are as 
well acquainted as I am with his other eccentricities. I 
can only account for him, as I say, upon the assumption 
that he doesn't care." 

The worthy General's diagnosis does not quite hit the 
mark; it would perhaps be more true to say that Leonard's 
capacity for caring exhausted itself upon a few abstrac- 
tions and upon a very few people. For these he cared so 
intensely that, with regard to the rest, philosophy came to 
his. aid. Something of a logician and something of a 
fatalist, he accepted as inevitable and consequent what 
many of us waste time in fighting or denouncing. It was 
thus that he regarded the conduct of Lady Leonard, who, 
if she did not "lead him the deuce's own life" in the 
sense usually attached to that phrase, must have rendered 
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existence perpetually distasteful and humiliating to him 
during the period alluded to. Her mother-in-law was 
justified in stigmatising her as a fool; for the meed of 
shrewdness and cunning which had enabled her to bring 
off a great coup did not suffice to content her with the 
very substantial results of her achievement It was well 
enough to be a peeress, to be furnished with an abundance 
of fine clothes and to have the use of the splendid family 
jewels; but her restless vanity demanded something ipore 
than that What she really rejoiced in was the homage 
and subjugation of men, and, since she was not fastidious, 
all was fish that came to her net. The harvest of her net, 
cast with a broad sweep, included some very queer fish 
indeed — so queer that Leonard's complaisance in receiving 
them under his roof was not generally held to redound to 
his credit. He might, had strictures been addressed to 
him and had he deemed them worthy of reply, have an- 
swered that he had no pretension to choose Lady Leonard's 
friends for her, or he might have said quite truthfully that 
he could not see any important difference between Mr. A. 
and Major B. His attitude was one of complete detach- 
ment, and he might, it must be owned, have adopted a 
worse. What is a man who is perfectly aware of having 
permanently yoked himself to an inferior and unsympathetic 
being to do, save shrug his shoulders and hold his tongue? 
He ought, perhaps, to stop short of shutting his eyes; yet 
it may be doubted whether Lord Leonard would have 
gained much by keeping his open. For her ladyship, if 
reckless in some ways, was drcumpect in others. The up- 
shot of it all was that they did not quarrel, that their con- 
tempt was mutual and that they seldom interfered with 
one another. 

After a couple of years or more of married life they 
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were dining, one evening, at a restaurant in Paris — whither 
Lady Leonard liked to betake herself at Easter for sump- 
tuary and other purposes — when an Englishman who was 
seated at an adjoining table caught sight of them, burst 
out laughing and presently advanced, with outstretched 
hand. It was like Archie Morant's impudence to take that 
bold method of renewing a broken friendship, and it was 
not unlike Leonard to acquiesce in it, with a faint smile. 
A few minutes later orders had been given to the attendant 
waiters, and four persons who might well have been, but 
were not, embarrassed by their encounter had grouped 
themselves round the same board. 

That they were not embarrassed was doubtless due to 
the cool good humour with which Archie ignored all oc- 
casion for their being so. Serene, eupeptic and easy-going, 
as of yore, he saw no reason to apologise for having once 
supplanted a man who was now, like himself, a Benedick 
of two years' standing, and indeed he was far less interested 
in Leonard's possible sentiments than in the personality of 
the former governess, who struck him as quite astonishingly 
embellie. 

As much could not be said for Juliet. The furtively 
questioning eyes of her former lover detected instantly that 
she was not happy and that she had finally taken leave 
of youth, young though she still was in years. A swift 
fla^ of recognition and mutual comprehension passed be- 
tween the pair; mutely they said to one another what it 
was most unlikely that they would ever say by word of 
mouth, and through the suave, flat commonplaces that 
they exchanged pierced, then and thereafter, a note of 
more or less consohng sympathy. The difference between 
them was that Leonard was bound by no ties of affection 
to his deplorable yokefellow, whereas JuU^t still despairingly 
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adored hers; but it took him some little time to discover 
that. 

Mr. and Mrs. Morant, it appeared, were domiciled at 
Neuilly. Considerations of economy and convenience had 
decided them to let their English house and they anticipated 
a prolonged sojourn in foreign lands. 

"It is rather hard upon Archie to be shut out from 
every kind of sport," Juliet remarked; "but, after all, one 
can't expect to get much sport even in England unless 
one has money. And he manages to amuse him- 
self." 

"I suppose he does," said her grave neighbour. 

Archie was already amusing himself visibly with Lady 
Leonard, whose developed charms and rather loud garrulity 
seemed to have a fascinating effect upon him. She and 
he were getting on together so rapidly, and there was such 
a noise in the public room which both preferred to the 
stuffy privacy of a cabinet particulier, that the other couple, 
though so close to them, could converse without risk of 
being overheard. Lord Leonard and Mrs. Morant, however, 
had nothing to communicate to one another which might 
not have been shouted out at the top of their voices. In- 
dependently of the medium of speech, they were able to 
say, "Well, we have brought this upon ourselves, and it 
does not become us to grumble." That, subject to the 
difference aforesaid, was the attitude which they assumed 
and which characterised their future relations. 

"If you are staying any time in Paris," Mrs. Morant 
politely said, "I hope you will not be too deeply engaged 
to penetrate as far as our suburb. I should like to show 
you my baby boy." 

"I should like very much to see him, thank-you," 
Leonard replied, in the old, familiar voice which sounded 
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SO snubbing, but which, as she knew, was but the outward 
and visible sign of an ineradicable shyness. 

"I begin to be afraid," she went on, with a sigh and 
a laugh, ''that his grandparents never will. Mother and 
the children write to me occasionally; but we are still un- 
forgiven, still in disgrace. I suppose you sometimes see 
my people?" 

"Oh, yes, sometimes. They are — they are all right," 
was his inadequate response to this tentative and slightly 
wistful appeal. 

He added, after a moment: "But we don't see a great 
deal of our neighbours. The conditions of country life are 
so altered nowadays, and we depend chiefly for society 
upon our nouse-parties, which are composed for the most 
part of my wife's London friends." 

Who in the world could they be? Miss Bradstreet had 
of yore had few friends either in London or elsewhere, and 
something in his tone seemed to imply that her present 
guests were not of the class formerly to be met with at 
Leonard's End. But the subject was not pursued. 

"Leonard," called out her ladyship shrilly from the 
other side of the table. "Mr. Morant wants us to go to 
dejeuner to-morrow at Neuilly. He says we sha'n't get 
an)rthing good to eat; but I tell him that won't matter so 
far as you are concerned, because you were never known 
to have an appetite. As for me, I'm not particular; ham 
and eggs will do me, so long as there is a sufficient supply 
of them." 

Probably Lily enjoyed being insolent to Mrs. Morant 
as much as flirting with Mrs. Morant's husband. "Don't 
bother about us, my dear," she went on, patronisingly ad- 
dressing one to whom she had erst shown herself so sub- 
servient; "we shall be charmed to take you as we find you." 

l^ord L^onard^ 9 
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Juliet charitably averted her eyes from Leonard, who, 
however, did not wince. His wife, being what she was, 
was absolutely certain to act as she was doing, and he 
expected nothing else of her. Nevertheless, he would fain 
have declined the proffered hospitality. 

This he was not permitted to do; for Lily, who was' 
strongly under the impression that she had inaugurated a 
conquest which she had vainly essayed of yore, was in the 
highest of spirits and was bent upon pushing her success- 
ful attack home. To bring at one blow the formerly dis- 
dainful Morant to her feet and to trample beneath them 
a lady who had committed the unpardonable offence of 
cutting her out — was not that well worth a pilgrimage out 
to Neuilly with the prospect of a badly served meal at the 
end of it? 

Disappointment awaited her on the morrow with re- 
spect to the dijeuneTy which was well cooked, well served 
and even luxurious. Never, at the lowest ebb of his 
fortunes, was Archie Morant known to practise economy 
in the matter of meat and drink. There were, however, 
evidences of poverty about the small establishment which 
were doubtless as balm to the soul af the ex-governess. 
The house had a dreary, half-inhabited look, which might 
have been accounted for by the fact that indeed only two 
of its nominal denizens really inhabited it and that the 
greater part of their time was spent in the nursery. Archie 
seldom breakfasted and never dined at home: he confessed 
as much, with airy, good-humoured impenitence. 

"Pm not a domestic man," he owned; "I can't imagine 
living in Paris and dining anywhere, except at a restaurant. 
Luckily, one can almost always pick up a pal; for it isn't 
often that the missus honours me as she did last night. 
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As a rule, she prefers the society of the baby. But then 
she's a very domestic woman." 

Juliet laughed, and had the air of accepting this as a 
compliment. She was not, Leonard noticed, upon bad 
terms with her husband, nor did Archie appear to be in 
every sense a bad husband, plain though it was that his 
matrimonial fetters sat lightly upon him. By degrees 
Leonard began to understand the quasi-maternal affection 
which had replaced Juliet's love for his old schoolfellow, 
and which explained her indulgent smile when the latter 
openly avowed, not to say boasted of, sundry /redaines, 

"Archie's tastes and admirations are of the most 
catholic order," she leniently remarked, in partial excuse 
for some of those upon which he seemed to pride himself. 
'*He falls a victim to what he is pleased to call female 
beauty whether he encounters it at an Embassy or on the 
stage of a ca// chantant. And if you only saw some of 
the women whom he considers beauties!" 

Well, that was one way of taking infidelity, and possibly 
not an unwise one. Leonard's own mental posture should 
have enabled him, and to some extent did enable him, to 
sympathise with it. But all he said was: 

"I don't think they would interest me. My own 
tastes and admirations are rather limited." 

They were, at all events, unalterable. He had been 
angry with Juliet, he had been deceived in her, he had 
put her away from his thoughts; yet she remained the 
only woman in the world whom it was possible for him to 
love. As for forgiving her, a much harder-hearted man 
than he would surely have done so, in consideration of the 
palpable Nemesis which had overtaken her. Only — there 
was nothing to be said; so he said nothing. 

The baby, carried by an apple-cheeked Norman nurse, 

9* 
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was handed round with the coffee, like a liqueur, and made 
itself objectionable after the malignant manner of its species. 
Leonard feebly observed that it was a fine child, while 
Lily, firmly warding off its moist embrace, proclaimed, 
with a loud laugh, that she loathed the young of the 
human race, a sentiment in which the baby's father ex- 
pressed his unreserved concurrence. 

"Heaven be praised! I have none of my own," she 
added, staring somewhat defiantly at her hostess, as who 
should say, "Don't flatter yourself that you score even 
there, my dear!" 

The two ladies were evidently not going to hit it off" 
together. It was in unmistakably provocative accents that 
Lady Leonard presently resumed: "I am dying to see 
Madelon Lombard at La Scala; but Mr. Morant is afraid 
your British prudishness will never allow you to accompany 
us to such a place and keep me in countenance." 

Juliet glanced reproachfully at her husband. "Really, 
Archie, you are too bad! You know very well that ladies 
can't go to La Scala." 

"I know no such thing," Archie smilingly returned. 
"French ladies don't go there, I admit; but I have seen 
Englishwomen of the highest rank and respectability listen- 
ing to Madelon times out of mind, and they appeared to 
me to be enjoying themselves prodigiously. I'll take a box 
for to-morrow night, and you can blush in the obscurity 
of its recesses if you feel you ought to blush. Lady 
Leonard wont; because it's ten to one against her under- 
standing any of the allusions." 

His manner to her ladyship was just a trifle impertinent; 
but she did not seem to resent that, nor did Leonard, 
who only asserted marital authority to the extent of re- 
marking: 
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"I don't think we must ask Mrs. Morant to keep us 
in countenance if we choose to patronise low caf^s-chantants, 
Lily." 

That, perhaps, made it rather difficult for Mrs. Morant 
to refuse. At anyrate, she announced, after a moment of 
hesitation, her willingness to join the projected party, 
"Madelon Lombard is a personage of world-wide celebrity," 
she half-apologetically remarked. "Of course it is every- 
body's duty to see her, and, as Archie says, the smart 
English ladies probably don't discriminate between La 
Scala and other stages upon which she gives her per- 
formances. I am not so much afraid of what she may do 
or say as I am of the minor artistes whom I suppose we 
shall have to bear before she comes on." 

"Oh, La Scala is all right; lots of decent people go to 
La Scala!" Archie declared. "Moreover, what the ear 
doesn't hear the heart doesn't grieve over, and Lady Leonard 
can't possibly be familiar with the latest Parisian slang." 

Lady Leonard's acquaintance with the French language 
was of the early schoolroom order, and of Parisian slang, 
old or new, she knew no more than she did of Sanscrit 
But she was conducted, on the following evening, to an 
entertainment of which the outrageous impropriety required 
no previous training or education to be detected. Not 
that she minded. Far from minding, she showed her 
appreciation of its broad witticisms by unrestrained laughter, 
and maintained her position in the front of the box, 
whence Juliet, after a despairing glance at Leonard, was 
fain to withdraw hurriedly. Archie, nothing loth, took 
possession of his wife's vacated seat. There was some- 
thing about the expression of his back which« seemed to 
intimate that he did not dislike thus publicly exhibiting 
himself by the side of a handsome woman, whose flashing 
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diamonds were perhaps a trifle out of place in such sur- 
roundings. But it was neither Archie's black back nor 
Lily's generously displayed white one that engaged Leonard's 
attention. More worthy of study, as well as more provocative 
of indignation and vexed contrition was a face dose beside 
him, which was fulfilling prediction by blushing hotly. 
He could not refrain from saying: 

"I hope you know that I had no idea it was going to 
be quite as bad as this." 

"One can never tell exactly what sort of songs will be 
provided for the audience in places of this kind," answered 
Juliet. "I don't suppose Archie knew either." 

"He ought to have known, and he had no business to 
bring you here," was Leonard's prompt and rather stem 
rejoinder. 

That there was another lady whom Mr. Morant had 
had no business to treat with the same lack of respect was 
a consideration which apparently escaped him. At anyrate, 
he did not refer to it, but fell back in his chair, grimly, 
resignedly silent. Full well was he aware that nothing 
would induce Lily to beat a retreat before having seen 
Madelon Lombard. 

The renowned Madelon swept at length on to the squalid 
little stage and regaled her hearers with a couple of ditties 
which, rendered in her inimitable style, may have deserved 
the rapturous applause accorded to her and them. But 
one, if not two, of her hearers refused her even the bare 
homage of their notice. To Leonard the whole scene, as 
viewed from tlie dark comer in which he was ensconced, 
was odiously significant, deplorable, tragic. He remem- 
bered Arc|;iie Morant a fresh, clear-eyed, healthy cadet on 
the Britannia, he remembered his Juliet amongst the re- 
finements of her English home; he saw them now, matured. 
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disenchanted, inevitably lowered, mutually tolerant, re- 
luctantly (surely it must be reluctantly!) united for life, 
and if he longed for a horsewhip, it was not because he 
ignored the hopeless futility of any such weapon. What he 
did ignore was that he himself was the subject of a com- 
passion as profound as that which he was lavishing upon 
his neighbour; for the sentimentof self-pity was one in which 
he had long ceased to indulge. It was so entirely a matter 
of course that a man who had voluntarily wed Lily should 
receive dust and ashes, not to say dirt, as his daily rations ! 

**A thoroughly jolly evening!" Lady Leonard exclaimed, 
when he and she were driving homewards together. 

"Glad you enjoyed it," returned her taciturn spouse. 

"I did. Oh, if you mean that you didn't, nobody ex- 
pected that of you. Mrs. Morant was shocked, I suppose, 
wasn't she? She has lost her looks, such as they were; 
but I never admired her much myself As for Mr. Morant, 
he is handsomer than ever. And much better company 
than he used to be," she added, with a gratified giggle. 

"Morant," observed Leonard, "is a great many things, 
good and bad. Until this evening I have always thought 
he was, amongst others, a gentleman." 

"Bless us and save us! are you actually paying me the 
compliment of being jealous, for once?" 

"No; but I think he might have spared his wife the 
insult of such an exhibition as we have just witnessed." 

"Oh, is that it? Never mind; I daresay you consoled 
her in the background. You're quite welcome, you know. 
Libre a vous, as they say over here." 

"I assure you," returned Leonard, "that they don't say 
that, either here or anywhere else, if they are at all well- 
bred people." For indeed he was in an unusually bad 
humour. 
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Her ladyship, who was in an extremely good one, only 
laughed aloud. "But I thought it was an understood thing 
that I am not well-bred," said she. 

Then she desisted from conversation and amused her- 
self, during the remainder of the drive, by warbling, a 
semitone fiat, the refrain of one of Madelon Lombard's 
ballads. 



CHAPTER Xm. 
TIT FOR TAT. 

To the generous amongst human beings — but these, to 
be sure, form an insignificant se<!ftion of the race — an op- 
portunity of paying off old scores comes invariably as a 
disappointment In the first place, it is not worth while, 
and in the second, there is little satisfaction to be got out 
of a victory which is the result of extraneous circumstances. 
Lady Leonard, however, being in no wise a generous per- 
son, was jubilant and triumphant. Chance had enabled her 
to bring to her feet a man who had never so much as 
noticed that she had any feet, save when an alleged 
sprained ankle had forced him to examine one of them; 
chance also had provided her with an occasion for humiliat- 
ing a lady against whom she had not, it is true, any real 
grievance, yet who had been irritatingly kind and unpar- 
donably patronising to her in less prosperous days. There- 
fore she rubbed her hands and proclaimed her intention 
of spending several more weeks in Paris. 

Leonard raised no objection. He never did object to 
his wife's plans, since he had so few of his own to be dis- 
arranged, and it may be that at the back of his mind 
there lurked a vague, sick longing to see just a little more 
of JuUet, whom he could neither help nor console. For 
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the rest, he was languidly interested in an inquiry relating 
to international statistics which the Embassy people gave 
him facilities for prosecuting. His diary for this period 
records frequent diplomatic and official dinners, to which 
his wife appears to have been invited, and at which, no 
doubt, she rejoiced in displaying her jewels, her new 
frocks and her white shoulders. "Dreadfully bored" is his 
curt comment upon most of them; but these words are 
omitted in connection with a garden-party offered by Her 
Britannic Majesty's representative, one fine afternoon, to 
Mr. and Mrs. Morant and a few hundred others. 

Lady Leonard, anyhow, was not bored that afternoon. 
She lost no time in beckoning Archie to her side; she 
flirted with him in the style which had latterly become her 
only style — in one, that is to say, which challenged and 
courted observation — she led him into a secluded comer 
of which the seclusion was but nominal, and lent a serenely 
complacent ear to his honeyed words. His words, naturally, 
had to be honeyed; it would have been very unlike him 
to refuse, in any case, what was so palpably soHcited. 
But, as a matter of fact, he was really smitten with this 
handsome, well-dressed, rather unrefined woman, whose 
fascinations he had so unaccountably failed to realise 
during an earlier phase of their acquaintance. 

"How blind I was two years ago!" he sighed, while 
his clear blue eyes sought and boldly fixed themselves 
upon her red-brown ones. 

"I can't bring the same accusation against myself," 
Lady Leonard calmly rejoined; "I saw that you were bent 
upon making a mistake — it has been a mistake, come! — 
and I foresaw that you wouldn't be very long in repenting 
of it." 

"Yet my making it was more due to you than to 
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anybody else," he remarked, in accents of tender re- 
proach. 

She shrugged her shoulders and laughed. "Does that 
really surprise you?" 

"Oh, if you mean that I simply didn't count, except 
as a Deus ex machind, and that poor Juliet's loss was 
your very substantial and material gain! But I can't think 
that you were so c)mical and cold-blooded." 

"Can't you? Well, you had better try to imagine some 
other motive, then. Why, by the way, do you call Mrs. 
Morant 'poor Juliet?' " 

Mrs. Morant was at that moment standing within thirty 
yards or so of the chairs on which the couple had seated 
themselves. Her face, as she glanced in their direction, 
expressed a certain impatience and annoyance; she was 
wearing a dress which had lost its first freshness, and her 
hat belonged to the dead-and-gone epoch of the previous 
year. She was so obviously and in every sense poor that 
Lady Leonard's question answered itself, and for that 
reason, possibly, Archie left it unanswered. . 

"Upon my word," said he, "I can't arrive at your mo- 
tive for bringing repentance and affliction upon me." 

"Not even as a punishment for blindness?" 

"That sounds just a little bit exaggerated." 

"It is impossible to exaggerate the offensiveness of such 
offences. Don't grab my hand, please. Leonard wouldn't 
like it if he saw you, and he may catch sight of you at any 
moment; for he is struggling to approach Mrs. Morant, who, 
I am sure, won't fail to draw his attention to us." 

"Quite the last thing that she is likely to do; you 
haven't fathomed the depths of Juliet's discretion and good- 
nature. She isn't in love with me, you know." 

"Isn't she?" 
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"Oh, dear, no! — not at this time of day. I suppose 
the truth is that we were not really in love with one an- 
other when we married; though we fancied that we were. 
Lady Leonard — Lily — I want to tell you something." 

"Then," retiurned her ladyship, laughing and rising, 
"I am afraid it will have to wait You look as if you 
were capable of telling me things quite out of harmony 
with the scene and the circumstances." 

Archie got up also. Scrutinising her mirthful coun- 
tenance, he thought he might safely venture upon a direct, 
frontal attack, and murmured, "Where? — when?" 

Her merriment arrived at loud vocal expression. "No- 
where, of course! — never!" she replied. "You are like 
one of those splendidly audacious gentlemen whom one 
meets in French novels and whom not one of the female 
characters ever dreams of resisting. Did you expect me 
to answer joyfully that I shall be driving in the Bois to- 
morrow afternoon between four and five o'clock, as I am 
on most afternoons, and that I sometimes leave the carriage 
at the far end. of the lake and take a constitutional? My 
dear Mr. Morant, you are in too great a hurry to jump to 
conclusions. Your wife may or may not have been in 
love with you when she married you; but let me assure 
you that I know somebody who was not in love with you 
then and isn't now." 

She was not speaking the truth, nor did he believe 
her. It is probable that women of Lady Leonard's type 
do not know what love means, but it is certain that they 
are extremely well acquainted with an emotion which goes 
by that name, and for nobody in her life had Lily ex- 
perienced the said emotion in so intense a degree as for 
her present interlocutor. Nevertheless, she allowed herself 
the luxury and the revenge of tantalising him. He ob- 
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tained nothing more fix)m her, save a playful blow across 
the shoulders from the handle of her sun-shade, and when 
she presently dismissed him, he was not quite sure — only 
almost so — that he had taken her measure. 

It is scarcely necessary to state that Archie Morant 
was at the far end of the Bois de Boulogne lake on the 
following afternoon, nor will anybody be surprised to hear 
that he waited an hour there in vain. He himself was 
not surprised. Judging by the light of previous experience, 
he expected to make at least three futile expeditions to 
the spot which Lady Leonard had so pointedly named, 
and his anticipations were verified. They were further 
verified when, on the fourth afternoon, he saw a charrtiingly 
and expensively arrayed lady descend from a hired landau 
in his vicinity and saunter carelessly towards him, her long 
feather boa fluttering in the spring breeze and her ruddy 
locks fired by the spring sunshine. She greeted him laugh- 
ingly and with lifted brows, on being accosted, as her 
manner was. She had very white, strong teeth. 

"Every day?" she asked. 

He nodded. "Yes; every day." 

"I thought you would. That was why I really couldn't 
resist coming all the way out here to see. Rather pretty 
of you, I must say; but an awfiil waste of time. How- 
ever, since here we are, and since you have wasted the 
time and taken the trouble, I can't refuse to listen to what 
you were so anxious to tell me. Well?" 

He kept her in suspense for a space of time no longer 
than was required to conduct her into a side-alley, of 
which he satisfied himself that she and he were the sole 
occupants. But the impassioned avowal which broke 
forthwith from his hps fell a trifle flat 

"One has heard all that once or twice before," was 
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her calm comment upon his eloquence; ''I am accustomed 
to declarations of this kind/' 

"Accustomed to them?" he jealously echoed. 

*'0h, yes; I encourage them; they amuse me. Leonard, 
as you may imagine, doesn't amuse me." 

"I should think not!" 

"No, he doesn't In point of fact, he bores me 
atrociously, and would bore me beyond all endurance, if 
it were not that he isn't, to do him justice, obtrusive in 
his attentions. Mrs. Morant, I daresay, is." 

It was something of a disappointment to Lady Leonard 
to learn that Mrs. Morant was nothing of the sort, and to 
hear that scandalously treated wife spoken of in terms of 
not ungrateful appreciation. A part of Archie's unques- 
tionable charm resided, no doubt, in the boyish, irrespon- 
sible candour with which he always proclaimed to be what 
he was and gave other people the credit, so far as he 
could discern it, of being what they were. But this 
peculiarity of his did not charm his present hearer, who 
was not desirous of being included by her admirer's wife 
in a general, disdainful amnesty. 

"You seem," she remarked, "to be blessed with a 
singularly accommodating helpmate." 

"Well, yes. But then, as I told you the other day, 
she isn't in love with me." 

"And I believe I also told you the other day that I 
have the best of reasons for sympathising with her." 

Archie heaved a prodigious sigh and made a fresh 
start. Lady Leonard, it appeared, demanded some wooing; 
but he did not much mind that, being inured to such 
superfluous feminine exactions. That his wooing would 
end after the customary fashion he had felt comfortably 
assured from the momeut when he saw her step out of 
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"Do you know, I can't in the least account for your 
having done what you have doneH* 

"I should have thought," she returned, with a slight 
smile, "that my behaviour was a good deal more easily 
accounted for than yours. I married Archie for the simple 
and sufficient reason that I loved him. Many women could 
tell you that there is nothing surprising in that. But — " 

He hurriedly anticipated and replied to her un^oken 
question. "Oh, no, of course not; but I had to marry 
somebody, and I detest smart ladies, and she admired my 
poems, or said she did. Not that it matters, or that I 
matter. I didn't mean that I was surprised at your having 
fallen in love with Morant; what I don't understand, what 
I can't account for, is why you should acquiesce so sub- 
missively in the kind of life to which he seems to have 
condemned you." 

"Well, there again — don't you think so? — it is more 
easy to explain me than to explain you. The reason that 
I have given you remains. One doesn't love people be- 
cause they are virtuous or noble or all that one would like 
them to be, but just because they are thonselves. I know 
what Archie is and what he really can't very well help 
being, poor fellow! I know that he cares for me in his 
way, I know that he has very few, if any, secrets from me, 
and I know that he is sure to come to me when he is in 
serious trouble. Why should I insist upon his being what 
he is not?" 

This profession of philosophy accorded so well with 
Leonard's own habitual attitude of mind that he could 
make no adequate rejoinder; yet he hated to think that 
Juliet was no better off than he. "And so," said he, after 
holding his peace for a minute, "you accept the 'many 
women' of whom you speak without a murmur or a pang?" 
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"Not, to be truthful, quite without a pang. If I don't 
murmur, it is because there would not be the least use in 
murmuring and because I prefer my bone, such as it is, 
to a shadow. Do I make out a case for myself?" 

"Oh, you make out a case," Leonard answered rather 
moodily; "I can't call it a satisfactory one." 

"Perhaps as satisfactory as somebody else's though," 
she suggested, smiling. 

He made a gesture half impatient, half resigned. "It 
was out of the question for my case to be satisfactory. 
Where I have the pull over you is that I am honestly in- 
different, whereas you, by your own showing, are not Or 
do you think that that gives you a pull over me?" 

Juliet appeared to be debating this point while she 
paced on beneath the fresh, sun-dappled foliage. "Well," 
she ended by remarking, "if I am capable of being hurt 
and you are not, of course you have so far the best of it 
Unfortunately, we are both capable of being humiliated, I 
am afraid." 

It was like a dramatic confirmation of that utterance 
on her part that a turn of the road confronted them, be- 
fore he could make any reply, with their respective life- 
partners. To three out of the four persons thus unex- 
pectedly compelled to exchange greetings the encounter 
was thoroughly distasteful, but to the fourth it presented 
itself in the light of an excellent and most opportune joke. 
Lily's unrestrained laughter woke the echoes. 

"Caught all round!" she joyously exclaimed. "The 
only thing to be done after this is to cry quits, isn't it? 
My dear Mrs. Morant, I make you welcome to my hus- 
band, who, I am sure, can't be half as entertaining com- 
pany as yours." 

This atrocious and imcalled-for way of putting matters 

l^rd Leonard* 10 
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completed the discomfort of the others and reduced them 
to an annoyed, abashed silence. Archie hated to be found 
out in the initial stages of his flirtations, Juliet was vexed 
on Lord Leonard's account, while Leonard was indignant 
on hers. Of course, however, they could not continue to 
stand mutely surveying one another; of course something 
was said which enabled them presently to part upon amic- 
able terms and in changed companionship. But Lady 
Leonard, while being escorted back to her carriage, was 
treated to a marital rebuke such as she had not hereto- 
fore been asked to stand. 

"Let me beg you," her husband said — though his tone 
was by no means that of a suppliant — "to drop this. You 
will allow that I am not, as a rule, exacting or interfering; 
but I reserve the right to an occasional objection, and I 
must request you to be so good as to respect Mrs. Morant's 
domestic peace." 

"Your chivalry surpasses anything that I ever heard 
of!" cried Lily, laughing more loudly than ever. "Pray, 
how about Mr. Morant's domestic peace, which it strikes 
me that you are demurely bent upon undermining? For 
the matter of that, how about our own?" 

"I was not aware that we had any." 

"Weren't you? Well, I was not aware that we were in 
a state of domestic war; though I warn you that hostilities 
will be apt to break out if you mount the high horse and 
try to ride over me roughshod. No, no! fair play is a 
jewel, and what is sauce for the goose is sauce for the 
gander. Devote yourself to your faded Juliet to your 
heart's content; not a word of complaint shall pass my 
lips, I promise you. But leave me the privilege of con- 
soling her neglected husband. I shall not imitate her by 
eloping with him, you may be sure." 
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"You will neither console him nor elope with him," 
returned Leonard quietly; "for we shall go back to Lon- 
don in a day or two." 

CHAPTER XIV. 

AN ESCAPADE. 

Lord Leonard, who, all his life long, was so little 
understood even by those who knew him best, has fre- 
quently, not to say generally, been called a weak man. 
Weak he was not, when once his duty had become clear 
to him, and he perceived that it was on every ground his 
duty to quit Paris; but what is to be done with a lady 
who takes to her bed, declaring herself far too ill to think 
of travelling? Lily was as physically strong as a woman 
could be; yet she simulated indisposition with so much 
skill that the doctor who was called in backed her up and 
pronounced a period of rest to be urgent in her ladyship's 
condition of health. He likewise, as soon as she saw fit 
to show symptoms of convalescence, deprecated a return 
to the fatigues of the London season, thus earning his 
fee, which it may be conjectured (for in the case of that 
patient all conjectures are permissible) was not solely of 
a pecuniary nature. 

Archie Morant called daily to inquire, saw Leonard, 
did not ask to see Lily, displayed as much concern as the 
circumstances demanded, but no more, and bore himself 
upon the whole in such a manner as to allay suspicion. 
The outcome of it all was that the doctor's advice was 
taken and that no more was said about an immediate 
move to Grosvenor Place. The following excerpt from 
Leonard's diary seems so concisely illuminating that it may 
as well be inserted here: — 
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"I sat with Juliet," he writes, "for a long time this 
afternoon and she sang to me with that singularly thrilling, 
sympathetic voice of hers, which I think has gained some- 
thing in compass. She is to appear at a Charity Concert 
to-night, she told me, in the house of some great banker 
or other who has not invited us. I am glad she has the 
consolation of music; it is evidently a real one to her. Of 
course I cannot but be glad if she also finds, as she gives 
me to understand that she does, some source of consola- 
tion in my frequent visits. Personally, I can't make up my 
mind whether I get more pain than pleasure out of them 
or the reverse; either way, they are quite insignificant, quite 
innocent. We no longer talk about her husband, nor do 
we mention my wife: perhaps we both feel that the rela- 
tions of two persons so entirely selfish and so remarkably 
well able to take care of themselves are hardly worth the 
fuss that we were ready to make about them at the out- 
set. Whether Lily, now that she has begun to go out again 
amongst her friends, meets Morant I do not know; the 
chances are that she does, and that a species of flirtation 
is kept up. So long as Juliet is spared a spectacle which 
might possibly be annoying to her, what does it matter?" 

Then follows a criticism upon Juliet's nature and dis- 
position which is too lengthy and too analytical to be 
quoted; although it is not without interest, as showing how 
powerless even the strongest partiality is to blind one who 
cares above all things for truth. The truth, no doubt, is 
that Juliet Morant, despite many admirable qualities, was 
essentially shallow, and Leonard, himself so tragically pro- 
found, seems to have realised this. Nevertheless, he could 
have been happy as her husband and could have made 
her happy. The pity of it was that he could now do no- 
thing for her or for himself, save spend long hours in the 
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little salon at Neuilly when he might have been somewhat 
more usefully occupied elsewhere. 

For, athough the "species of flirtation" alluded to in the 
above extract struck him as a thing of small importance, 
it was not so regarded by the amused and curious ladies 
and gentlemen who watched its rapid development, nor in 
truth could they be blamed for shrugging their shoulders 
and wondering what Lord Leonard was about. It developed 
with great rapidity and without so much as a decent show 
of secrecy; it was carried on under the very noses of hos- 
pitable friends, who would perhaps have curtailed their 
hospitality, had one of the delinquents been of lower rank; 
it was paraded by Archie, who had nothing to lose, and 
exulted in by Lily, who, it may be, imagined herself the 
heroine of a victory. Selfish people are not always such 
very good hands at taking care of themselves; selfishness, 
pushed to the extreme, means inability to resist the grati- 
fication of any desire, and it has already been said that if 
Lady Leonard had ever been enamoured of a human being 
in her life, that favoured individual was Archie Morant. 
So she played with him and tantalised him to her heart's 
content, being in her turn tantalised by him (for he was 
infinitely better versed in the game than she was) until her 
amiable wish to give Juliet a slap in the face was replaced 
by determination to finally subjugate a lover who sometimes 
hinted that invincible obduracy might drive him to seek 
oblivion in other quarters. The verdict pronounced upon 
the pair in the cosmopolitan circles which they frequented 
was that they were behaving quite shockingly; but op- 
portunities of continuing to do so were nevertheless granted 
to them with a fine liberality. That, after all, is only what, 
under such circumstances, is apt to happen in all circles. 

<* A Ipt of us ^re going down to Fontainebleau to-piorrow 
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for a couple of days," Lady Leonard casually announced 
to her husband one evening. "I was told to invite you; 
but i suppose you aren't very keen about joining us." 

"I would rather be excused, unless I am wanted, which 
does not seem likely," he answered, adding presently — 
more for the sake of saying something than because he 
really wanted to know — "Of whom does your party consist?" 

"I hardly remember. Madame de Visieux and some of 
her American hangers-on, the de Lianoffs and Mr. Morant. 
I forget who else." 

She brought out Morant's name in a slightly defiant 
tone, accompanied by a slightly defiant glance; for she did 
not know how much her taciturn lord might or might not 
have heard, and she was a little, though not very seriously, 
afraid of him. But Leonard had no observation to make, 
except "That sounds as if I could be dispensed with." 

"Oh, Fontainebleau can dispense with you; Neuilly, 
perhaps, can't." 

Leonard did not feel called upon to take up that im- 
pertinent challenge. He did not, for the time being, feel 
called upon to interfere in any way with his wife, whom, 
as we have seen, he credited with a rather clearer apprecia- 
tion of her own interests than she had recently manifested. 
When Archie called for her on the following day, and when 
they drove off to the Lyons station together, his sensation 
was one of sheer relief. Lily, he felt pretty sure, was not 
the woman to make a downright fool of herself, and how 
intolerable even the little that he had to bear of her com- 
pany had become to him he only realised on being tem- 
porarily delivered from it. 

But, on the morning after that, it gave him something 
gf a shock to encounter in the rue de la Paix Madame de 
Visieux, a lively American lady, married to a Frenchman, 
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whose acquaintance he had lately made. Fortunately for 
him, she spoke before he had time to.commit an irreparable 
blunder. 

"Good -morning, Lord Leonard," said she cheerily. 
"Isn't it too bad that our Fontainebleau expedition should 
have fallen through ! It would have been just lovely down 
there in this weather, and it will take me quite a long 
time to forgive Marie de Lianoff for spoiling everything by 
a fit of neuralgia." 

He had the presence of mind to reply, "My sympathies 
are with Madame de Lianoff, who, I am sure, would prefer 
Fontainebleau to neuralgia. I should prefer it myself, 
though I am not an enthusiastic lover of excursions." 

Madame de Visieux, who was no longer in her first 
youth and who was a shrewd, kindly little person, surveyed 
him for a moment, as though in doubt whether to risk 
an indiscretion or not; but, after the habit of her nation, 
she concluded to risk it 

"If I were you. Lord Leonard," she said drily, "I be- 
lieve I would try to cultivate a love for them. Lady Leonard 
enjoys excursions, you see — and so do other people. Some 
of the other people are pretty apt to notice your absence 
and make remarks about it." 

Leonard thanked her for her well-meant hint, which he 
appeared to take in good part, if a little stiffly. What 
struck him (for he knew that he passed for being some- 
what formidable) was that things must have gone rather 
far before Madame de Visieux had decided upon volun- 
teering such a warning. But indeed it was now startlingly 
evident that things had gone about as far as they could 
go, and any encouragement that past supineness on his 
part might have given to the gossips sank into insignificance 
by comparison with the portentous fact that Lily and Archie 
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Morant had for the last twenty-four hours or so given no 
account of themselves. 

He took leave of the American lady and returned to 
his hotel, revolving many thoughts in his mind as he 
walked. In confiding the episodes of the day to his jour- 
nal, he candidly acknowledges that the prospect of eman- 
cipation to which he seemed, upon the face of it, destined 
was not unwelcome to him. To be rid of Lily for ever, 
at no matter what price! — it was an alluring vision, and 
he owns to having for some minutes luxuriated in it. But 
what about Juliet, who still loved her scapegrace of a hus- 
band? And again, what about Lily herself, to whom, when 
all was said, he owed the protection which every man owes 
to his wife and which his conscience told him that he had 
of late too ostentatiously withdrawn from her? It may have 
been rather on Juliet's account than on hers that he re- 
cognised the necessity of taking prompt action; but at any- 
rate he did recognise it The only question was what in 
the world it behoved him to do. To take the next train 
for Fontainebleau, he supposed; although there seemed to 
be no particular reason for anticipating that he would find 
the fugitives there on his arrival. 

There was, at all events, nothing more practical or more 
harmless than that to be done, and accordingly, in some- 
thing less than an hour, he was speeding southwards, a 
little perturbed, a little excited, altogether puzzled. It 
would, he could not help feeling, be so very unlike Lily 
to run away with an impoverished married man, so very 
unlike Archie to bind himself openly and irrevocably to a 
woman who had little to offer him beyond the physical 
charms in which he had perhaps found a fugitive attrac- 
^pn, yet t)ie fact remain^4 tbat they ha4 l^ft Vm^ tp* 
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gether on the previous day and had not returned. How 
could they hope to explain it away? 

It was, in truth, with scarcely any expectation that 
they would attempt to explain it away or would give him 
the chance of inviting them to do so that he stepped out 
of the train, on reaching the forest-encircled little town 
which has been the scene of Heaven only knows how many 
lovers' meetings, and had himself driven to the hotel chiefly 
frequented by the well-to-do. He was, therefore, in no 
wise surprised to learn that Lady Leonard's name did not 
figure amongst those of the travellers staying in that es- 
tablishment Ah, yes; her ladyship had been expected, 
the civil-spoken clerk in the bureau informed him; rooms 
had been prepared for her and for several other ladies 
and gentlemen on the preceding day. But countermand- 
ing instructions had been received by telegram; there had 
been, it appeared, some misunderstanding, and only two 
members of a proposed large party, Mr. and Mrs. Robin- 
son, had arrived. They were even now finishing their de~ 
jeiiner in the salon which they had retained, if Monsieur 
was of their acquaintance and would wish to be announced 
to them. 

Monsieur, never having heard of Mr. and Mrs. Robin- 
son, was neither anxious nor entitled to intrude upon their 
privacy, and he intimated as much. It was only as an 
afterthought that he decided to say: "I am Lord Leonard. 
If this lady and gentleman belong, as I understand you to 
imply that they do, to Madame de Visieux's party, they 
may possibly be able to tell me whether my wife, whom I 
thought I should meet here, is in Fontainebleau or not." 

"But without doubt!" the urbane clerk replied. Might 
he have the honour to send up his lordship's card? 

Lwnar4 b^d forgotten to bring any cards with him, 
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He said he would take the liberty of going straight up to 
Mr. Robinson's sitting-room, if somebody would be so good 
as to show him where it was, and, no objection being 
raised, he was at once conducted thither. All he wanted 
was to satisfy himself — for the sake of neglecting no pre- 
cautionary formality — that Mr. and Mrs. Robinson were 
total strangers to him; he did not really propose to ques- 
tion them with regard to his wife's whereabouts, nor did 
he anticipate the discovery of Lily and Archie Morant, 
masquerading under a somewhat farcical pseudonym. 

That, however, was the discovery that he made, on 
being ushered into a small first-floor room where two per- 
sons were contentedly sipping coffee and smoking cigarettes, 
with a dessert-covered table between them. There they 
impudently and astoundingly were, and it must be said for 
them that the entrance of the interrogative husband caused 
them for one moment to look as foolish as could be 
wished. Only for a moment, though. Lily's strident laugh 
did not delay to make itself heard, while she cried: 

"This is a compliment! The idea of your anxiety 
liaving brought you down from Paris to lay violent hands 
upon me!" 

She was a little frightened, despite her bravado. 
Leonard perceived that and smiled. "You need not," he 
answered, "be afraid of my using any violence towards 
you. At the same time, I shall be glad to hear what you 
have to say for yourself." 

"To say for myself?" she returned, still laughing. 
"Why, simply that it wasn't my fault if other people failed 
to keep their appointment yesterday, while I kept mine." 

"You were informed by Madame de Visieux that the 
expedition had been given up, I presume." 

"You are to presume no such thing, my dear Leonard. 
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Sit down and smoke a cigarette, and dont scowl at me in 
that melodramatic way, please. Of course I did not know that 
it had been given up. Was it given up? Mr. Morant and 
I came down in the train which was to have brought us 
all, and we expected our friends to arrive by the next, or 
the next, or the next As they didn% what were we to do 
but to make the best of one another's company?" * 

" I should have thought you might have done what you 
are going to do now and return to Paris. Let me suggest 
that you should at once make preparations to accompany 
me on that journey. It is just possible that I may be able 
to save your reputation, provided that I care to save it; 
but you will not, I am sure, expect me to listen any longer 
to statements which convey so very unflattering an estimate 
of my intelligence. Be so good as to go to your bedroom 
and get ready; I can allow you a little more than half an 
hour," 

She surveyed his pale, stem, contemptuous face, had 
the air of intending to defy him, then wavered and finally 
jumped up, with a jerk of her shoulders. "All right," said 
she; "have it your own way, then, if you are determined 
to make mountains out of molehills. As for my reputation, 
it isn't so very much more compromised than yours, per- 
haps." She walked towards the door, paused upon the 
threshold, and added, half-apprehensively, half-mockingly, 
"Now, don't quarrel, you two! There really isn't anything 
worth quarrelling about, you know." 

Possibly not; yet, under certain circumstances, a man 
must needs behave as though he thought there was, and, 
however complete may have been the disdain which Leonard 
felt for the woman who bore his name, he had had to ac- 
cept the consequences of her bearing it As soon as the 
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door had closed behind her, he advanced towards Morant, 
who remained seated, and said, "Well?" 

Archie dropped the end of his cigarette into the 
finger-bowl at his elbow and returned coolly, "Well, it's 
awkward, I admit." And then, after a short pause, "I 
say, are we going to have a row?" 

"Yes, I should think so. You won't, of course, waste 
time by pretending that you came down here in ignorance 
of the fact that Madame de Visieux's expedition had been 
abandoned." 

"Lady Leonard has just told you that we did. I beg 
to confirm Lady Leonard's assertion." 

"You can do no less, I suppose; I need scarcely tell 
you that I don't believe it. Have you any explanation to 
offer of your having described yourself and my wife in the 
visitors' book as Mr. and Mrs. Robinson?" 

"An obvious and unavoidable measure of precaution, 
my dear fellow! Would you have had us spend the night 
here under our real names?" 

"Perhaps not, if you intended to spend the night here. 
But all this is absurd, and I don't know why I should put 
questions to you. Briefly, it comes to this, Morant For 
your wife's sake, I may — I don't say that I shall — try to 
keep this affair secret; but I cannot swallow such a gross 
affront as you have put upon me — and that is why I am 
going to give you a thrashing." 

Archie stood up, cool, good-humoured, broad-shouldered 
and muscular, if a trifle fleshy. "Are you quite sure that 
you can?" he asked. 

"I am quite sure that I shall do my best," answered 
the other, taking off* his coat. 

Archie did not imitate him. He laid his band on 
Leonard's shoulder and said; 
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"Look here, old man. I may be this, that or the other, 
but I take it that you know I am not a coward. I make 
no admission whatsoever, mind ; our case is that we stayed 
here, believing that each train would bring the rest of the 
party, until it was too late to think of returning and that 
jthen, as a pis-aller, we decided to adopt an alia^. You 
don't accept that story. Very well; I am ready to give 
you any satisfaction that you may consider your due; only 
I really think that if we come to fisticuffs in a French pro- 
vincial hotel, you will be sorry for it afterwards. The sole 
result would be to cover us both with ridicule and to ad- 
vertise what you may feel, upon reflection, that it would 
have been wiser not to advertise." 

"A duel, then?", 

"Certainly, if you wish it The thing can be managed 
with very little fuss and without, I hope, any publicity. 
Fortunately, we are in France. Just now you were kind 
enough to call me a liar. Very well; to-morrow I shall 
send you a brace of solemn asses, whom I am sure you 
will be able to match easily enough from amongst your 
French acquaintances, and all details may be left to them. 
We aren't bound to proclaim to the world at large why 
we are fighting, don't you see?" 

Leonard replied by an acquiescent gesture. The pro- 
spect of being shot or run through the body by an ad- 
versary who merited nothing but condign, ignominious 
chastisement might not be wholly alluring; still he could 
not but acknowledge that it was preferable to that of a tavern 
brawl. So he put on his coat again. 

"And now," Archie resumed, in a tone of bland, kindly 
patronage which nobody with the faintest sense of humour 
could resent, "what we have to do is to get decently out 
gf this. If you \rill be advised by me, you will walk up 
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to the Station, and let Mr. and Mrs. Robinson follow you 
as soon as their traps are packed. Lord and Lady Leonard 
will then take the train for Paris, while I, of course, shall 
either remain on the platform or slip quietly into another 
compartment. In that way scandal will be avoided." 

This programme was in the sequel carried into effect 
"It was really comic," Leonard writes, recounting the 
events of the day in his diary, "and how we managed to 
keep our countenances I don't know. But we did keep 
them, and, undignified as my part in the farce was, I am 
by no means sure that theirs was not even more so. At 
anyrate, I did not feel bound to talk, whereas they did — 
which put them at a certain disadvantage. My wife, I be- 
lieve, was in terror of her life, and would have given a 
good deal to escape being left alone with me in a coupe; 
but Morant perhaps found means of reassuring her. During 
the whole of the two hours' transit to Paris I addressed no 
single word to her, nor did she once venture to speak to me." 

CHAPTER XV. 
CONVENTIONAL CONSEQUENCES. 

On arriving at the Paris hotel, escorted by her silent 
husband, Lady Leonard went straight to bed, alleging an 
indisposition which, by reason of its convenience, he was 
very willing to accept as authentic. She paused for a mo- 
ment before retiring to her room, as though in anticipation 
of some pronouncement from him; but, since he vouch- 
safed none, she left him to his reflections, which were 
curiously perplexed and undecided. 

Of his wife's guilt he had not the shadow of a doubt; 
belief in her innocence was excluded by ascertained facts. 
He had likewise littie ox no doubt of his ability to obtain 
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a divorce, should he desire one, upon the evidence that 
he could produce. But did he desire to be divorced from 
this woman, as to whose character he had long been with- 
out the vestige of an illusion, and who, if she had not 
hitherto brought overt disgrace upon his name, had sub- 
jected him to humiliations which overt disgrace could 
scarcely augment? For his own sake, of course he did, 
and if he had only had himself to think about, his course 
would have been clear; but in the whole of this ignoble, 
impudent, commonplace affair the one person who seemed 
to hini to signify and to be worth considering was Juliet. 
The only question was whether she would be as glad as 
he to be freed from legal bondage, and the more he pon- 
dered over that question the less easy he found it to 
answer. Her enfranchisement appeared to be an almost 
necessary result of the publicity which must attend his 
own; for she could hardly continue to live with a man 
who had treated her as Archie would be proved to have 
done. Or would she, perhaps, insist upon continuing to 
live with him — and anathematise the so-called friend who 
had placed an additional load of shame upon her shoul- 
ders? Such action on her part was not, Leonard felt, in 
the least impossible. Vaguely, momentarily, dismissed as 
soon as conceived, there floated before his eyes the imagin- 
able future union of two happily divorced persons; but he 
had scruples, religious and other. Besides, if there was 
anything absolutely certain, it was that Juliet did not love 
and had never loved him. 

He arrived at no fixed conclusion that night, and had 
arrived at none on the next morning, when he judged that 
the time had come for him to have a few words with Lily. 
She received him, conformably with the request trans- 
mitted to her, sitting up in bed, becomingly arrayed u\ 
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cambricy lace and pale blue ribbons, and, although she 
did not open her hps, she had so much the air of saying, 
like Agag, "Surely the bitterness of death is past/' that 
he responded, without waiting for her to speak: 

"Well, I haven t made up my mind yet; I decline to 
commit myself. It would save time and simplify matters 
if you were to tell me the plain, unvarnished truth." 

"Exactly what I have done, my dear Leonard," she 
coolly declared. 

"Oh, no; you certainly can't have done thaL Either 
you or Morant must of course have had some message 
from Madame de Visieux, and all I want to get at is your 
object in incurring what you can't have helped knowing 
was a very serious danger. Did you really mean to return 
here to-day and trust to my never finding out that the 
expedition had not taken place? Or were you mad enough 
to imagine that any human being would swallow such a 
story as you told me yesterday?" 

lily made a grimace. "Swallow it fxr choke over it, 
as you please," she answered, with almost sublime imper- 
tinence; "you will get no other story firom me, I can tell 
you that After all, what difference does it make to you, 
so long as appearances are saved? You wont, I am sure, 
flatter me to the extent of being jealous of Mr. Morant or 
of anybody else." 

"No; but I have a certain old-fashi(Mied jealousy for 
the honour of my name. You realise, no doubt, that you 
have rendered yourself liable to be divorced." 

"Well, I realise that you might sue for a divorce, if 
you were anxious to wash dirty linen in public; I am far 
from being convinced that you would get one. You dis- 
covered me in a compromising situation, it is true; but we 
Jmve our explanation of that, cut and dried. Also it is in 
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my power to show that you yourself are not altogether 
immaculate. If you haven't yet stayed a night at Neuilly, 
you have spent hours and hours there in Juliet's company, 
and everybody knows that you have ostentatiously neglected 
me of late. Oh, you won't go into court with clean hands, 
I assure you, and, if you will be advised by me, you won't 
go into court at all. Come! — all things considered, hadn't 
we better cry quits and hold our tongues?" 

Leonard surveyed his wife silently. It was evident that 
she was no longer afraid; it was evident that his demand 
for a conference had reassured her, and that she knew very 
well by what threat he was likely to be reduced to inaction. 

"You are a singularly shameless woman," he remarked. 

"I can't say that I feel particularly ashamed of myself; 
I don't see why I should. If you had the slightest affec- 
tion or regard for me, it might be different; but as you 
abandoned all pretence of that some time ago, the ques- 
tion seems to resolve itself into one of mere expediency." 

He was quite unable to contradict her. The question, 
in its actual phase, was in truth what she had proclaimed 
it to be, and after what fashion it might be most ex- 
pediently dealt with was for a third person to determine. 
Already he foresaw — as doubtless she likewise foresaw — 
that divorce proceedings would never be initiated and that, 
for the sake of that third person, dirt would probably 
have to be eaten. 

Without another word, he left the room and betook 
himself to the adjoining salon, where two gentlemen in 
frock-coats, who had been for some minutes awaiting his 
pleasure, received him, bowing low and gravely. He had 
clean forgotten the episode of which they were the obvious 
outcome; but the sight of them recalled to him the me- 
uXnqry of his obligations, and by the time that they had 
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introduced themselves and had stated their errand, his 
answer was ready. 

"Oh, yes; it is the case that I used an insulting expression 
to Mr. Morant. I called him a liar, and I do not withdraw 
the assertion. As a matter of fact, he is a liar. You wish 
me, I suppose, to refer you to a couple of friends of mine." 

They intimated that that would be the regular course 
to pursue, and, after a moment of reflection, he named 
two French friends of his with whom he undertook to 
place himself in prompt communication. It was all per- 
fectly simple and, to his Britannic sense, somewhat ridi- 
culous. As an Englishman, he might perhaps decline to 
exchange shots with another Englishman, whom he would 
have dearly loved to chastise, yet had no desire to slay; 
but there seemed to be advantages connected with adopt- 
ing the customs of the country. It would hardly do for 
him, he thought, to accept the part of a mart complaisant, 
even though he might, and in the sequel most Ukely 
would, have to pocket the least pardonable of affronts. 
What caused him to laugh, thereby drawing a serious, in- 
terrogative glance from his interlocutors, was his realisa- 
tion of Archie Morant's considerate thoughtfulness. His 
honour (should there ever come to be any public question 
of that) would be vindicated by the impending tragi-comic 
encounter, which might or might not be due to the pre- 
text alleged; nobody would be necessarily compromised; 
while the chief offender would, in any event, be held to 
have demeaned himself as a gallant man. Oh, it was clear 
that Archie understood very well what he was about! 

In the course of the afternoon he saw M. de Romorin 
and M. de Monteray, an experienced and unexceptionable 
pair who willingly consented to act for him and who re- 
ceived his instructions without any indiscreet inquiry as 



CONVENTIONAL CONSEQUENCES. 163 

to details. Understanding from him that he had no apo- 
logy to offer to the gravely offended Mr. Morant, they had 
only, they observed, to exercise functions of a formal char- 
acter and they anticipated no difficulty in the discussion 
of preliminaries. They regretted to hear that he was no 
fencer, since the choice of weapons must be conceded to 
his adversary; but possibly pistols would be selected. He 
might, at all events, rely upon them to do the best that 
they could for him. 

"I rely upon you without reserve and with many 
thanks," he smilingly assured them; "I am persuaded that 
I am safe in your hands and that you will do the proper 
thing, whatever that may be. My sole personal wish, if I 
may be permitted to express one, is that the affair should 
be got through at the earliest possible moment" 

Compliance with this not unnatural wish proved 
manageable, and on the next day but one, at a very early 
hour of the morning, Leonard was driving briskly away 
from Paris in a landau, accompanied by his seconds and 
a stout, jovial surgeon, who nursed a long black-leather 
bag upon his knees. The pages of his diary, which furnish 
a sufficiently graphic account of what followed, may as 
well be laid under contribution here. 

"It was a deliciously fresh, clear morning," he writes, 
"and my friends had the appearance of demurely enjoy- 
ing it, although of course the special charm which it had 
for me, as being possibly the last that I should ever see, 
was lacking to them. They took me, I believe, for a de- 
termined fire-eater, and must no doubt have had their 
suspicions as to the true cause of a quarrel respecting 
which they had remained throughout commendably mute. 
I was neither frightened, nor nervous, nor cold, nor any- 
thing, except rather uncomfortably conscious of the irony 
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and the supreme absurdity of the whole thing. All duels, 
it seems to me, are bound to be absurd, unless they are 
to be very serious indeed, and this one had from the out- 
set presented such a meagre show of seriousness! My ad- 
versary, who had arranged everything to suit himself, 
could not, I felt pretty sure, desire to incur the great in- 
convenience of killing me; naturally, I did not propose to 
make an end of him, and I was sorry that we were to 
fight with pistols, for it really looked as though we might 
both be reduced to the crowning farce of firing in the 
air. However, there was some comfort in the thought 
that the thing would soon be over, and that neither Lily 
— still confined to her bedroom in the best of health and 
a prey to burning, suppressed curiosity — nor Juliet, from 
whom I had heard no word, was on the scent of a combat 
at once so preposterous and so unavoidable. 

" On reaching the wood of Vincennes, whither we were 
bound, we left our carriage at a restaurant and proceeded 
on foot to a charming, grassy glade, hemmed in by trees 
on all sides, where the opposing party already awaited us. 
There was some flourishing of hats, a murmured colloquy 
which did not last long; then de Romorin, after whispering 
to me to button up my coat, placed the lethal imple- 
ment in my hand, fell back quickly, and then — lo and 
behold! there was Morant facing me at a distance which 
seemed to me so short as to preclude the possibility of 
our missing one another, save of set purpose. The instant 
during which I felt that this was too grotesque was fol- 
lowed by the thought, equally instantaneous, that perhaps, 
after all, it might not be grotesque — might be real and 
intended — in which case I was assuredly to all intents 
and purposes a dead man. Little as I am enamoured of 
life, I should be sorry to swear that I had not a flash of 
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fear, or of something like it. But I took steady aim at 
the trunk of a tree well to the right of my human mark; 
the signal was given; two simultaneous reports rang out, 
and I became aware that I was unscathed. I was wonder- 
ing (for I had forgotten to make any inquiry upon the 
subject) whether a further interchange of powder and shot 
would be required of us or not when, to my utter amaze- 
ment, I saw Morant's seconds hurry forward, catch him 
in their arms and lower him to the ground, the doctors 
joining them in apparent consternation. It was evident 
that by some miracle of bad marksmanship on my part he 
had been hit! 

"To whom but me, the most unlucky man on the face 
of the earth, I do believe, would or could such an atro- 
cious mischance have happened ! Even now, when I know 
that, instead of shooting him through the heart (as of 
course I might have done) I had simply put a bullet into 
his left shoulder, inflicting a nasty, but not a dangerous, 
wound, the memory of the few ensuing minutes turns me 
sick and cold. What are our real feelings? What are 
the actual affections, resentments, desires which lie deep 
down beneath the ruffled surface of our natures, unsus- 
pected by ourselves until some swift catastrophe reveals 
them to us? My deliberate opinion of Morant was that 
he was a worthless cur, a cur so worthless that one could 
hardly condescend even to be angry with him. He had 
hed to me, deceived me, supplanted me; he had robbed 
me of the woman whom I loved, only to neglect and in- 
sult her; not content with that, he had brought disgrace 
upon the name which I was compelled to share with a 
person as worthless as he. Yet at that moment I not only 
forgave him, but all that he had done appeared quite 
superficial, quite irr«?levant. On a sudden he became tg 
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me once more my dear old chum of far-away cadet days, 
whom I had loved and admired beyond everybody in the 
world, and who now lay prone upon the grass there, slain, 
as it seemed, by my accursed hand! 

"Well, of course he was not slain, merely faint from 
the pain of a shattered bone, and the mood passed. I 
record its passage because one would fain see and under- 
stand things as they are, and because it is, after all, re- 
markable that conscientious study of one's own nature and 
other people's should result in misapprehensions so funda- 
mental. I cannot recall exactly what took place; but 
everything leads me to believe that I made a fool of my- 
self and incurred the surprised displeasure of my correct 
seconds. De Romorin, I know, remonstrated mildly with 
me, as we walked off, after being reassured by the surgeons 
and by the wounded man himself. Emotion, de Romorin 
remarked, was under all the circumstances out of place. 

"I daresay it was; I daresay that emotion of the kind 
which I had probably displayed struck my friends as ex- 
aggerated and as somewhat inexplicable into the bargain. 
They admitted, however, that a wound of which the con- 
sequences could not yet be accurately predicted was a 
matter for regret. It would, they feared, entail some mea- 
sure of that publicity which I had deprecated all along; 
for, although I might depend upon their holding their 
tongues, a man must needs account somehow or other for 
being sent to bed in a disabled condition. Besides, there 
were the coachmen and the doctors and the people at the 
restaurant, any one of whom might be easily prevailed upon 
to supply information to inquisitive journalists. At the 
bottom of their hearts they must have believed, I suppose, 
that I had aimed at Archie's, and that my remorse was 
either insincere or a little contemptible. 




CONVENTIONAL CONSEQUENCES. 1 67 

"We breakfasted at the restaurant — one of us had a 
poorish appetite — while preparations were being made to 
transport my fallen foe as comfortably as might be to his 
domicile. I should have liked to lend a hand in these; 
but it was intimated to me that such officious behaviour 
would be altogether at variance with propriety. Moreover, 
I was already sensible of a certain inevitable reaction. A 
flesh-wound (had it been but a flesh-wound!) was, to be 
sure, the very least that Morant had deserved, and if he 
was under the impression that it had been purposely in- 
flicted — well, why should he not be under that impression? 
It was unfortunate, of course, that the bone had been 
touched; but I could hardly expect him to believe that I 
considered this a misfortune, nor was it likely that he 
would thank me for fussing round him with offers of un- 
needed assistance. So when we had seen his improvised 
ambulance driven off" at a foot's pace, and when we had 
lingered awhile over coffee and cigarettes, we returned to 
Paris, where I was in due course deposited at the door of 
my hotel, which I did not enter. 

"I did not enter, because it seemed just possible that 
my wife might have got wind of my unwontedly matutinal 
disappearance and that I might be asked questions which 
it would be difficult for me to answer. Another twenty- 
four hours, I thought, would probably furnish me with a 
reply to some of these and would render the rest super- 
fluous; for, after the remarks which had fallen from my 
friends, I could scarcely hope that the event of the morn- 
ing would remain a secret. So I went to the Embassy, 
where sundry documents which I wished to examine had 
been kindly prepared for my inspection, and it was not 
until five o'clock that I returned home, to find Madame 
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de Visieux drinking tea and engaged in animated con- 
versation wiith Lily. 

"Madame de Visieux, as her first words told me, knew 
nothing about anything — which was so far satisfactory. 
She had come, she said, to arrange for the carrying out 
of the postponed Fontainebleau jaunt at an early date, 
and she pointedly hoped that I should be able this time 
to form one of the party. I replied that it was, unfor- 
tunately, impossible either for Lady Leonard or for myself 
to make any definite engagement, since we might from 
one moment to another have to leave for London; an an- 
nouncement which it struck me that our kindly American 
friend heard with less regret than politeness compelled 
her to express. Incidentally I found out that telegrams, 
warning them of Madame Lianoff 's indisposition, had been 
despatched in due time both to my wife and to Morant, 
and I suspect that this revelation gave Lily a rather un- 
comfortable five minutes. I suppose, however, that my 
abstention from any comment upon it set her mind at 
ease; for no sooner had our visitor departed than she 
coolly remarked, 'I never had that telegram, you know.' 

"Not thinking that her statement called for a rejoinder, 
I made none, and presently she swept off into her bedroom, 
throwing at me over her shoulder, as she went, one of 
those singularly impudent, defiant glances of which she 
has been prodigal these last few days. They would doubt- 
less have the effect of a slap in the face, if one were not, 
happily or unhappily, invulnerable to assaults from that 
quarter. It can be proved, I imagine, that the telegram 
was delivered; but whether I shall seek for or employ the 
required evidence is another matter. To-morrow morning's 
post ought, I should think, to give me a lead. If it does 
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not, the only thing left for me to do will be to go out to 
Neuilly and frankly request instructions." 



CHAPTER XVI. 
LEONARD SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS. 

Amongst Leonard's letters on the following morning 
was, as he had anticipated would be the case, one in a 
handwriting with whidi he was well acquainted, and its 
contents also proved to be very much what he had ex- 
pected that they would be. 

"Will you come and see me?" Juliet wrote. "I am 
dreadfully distressed about what has happened, and I 
don't at all know how you feel — whether you will think 
this an extraordinary request or not. But it does seem 
to me that worse things may follow unless we can manage, 
between us, to avert them; so that must be my excuse. 
Archie himself is anxious that we should meet and talk 
it all over. He is going on well; though the doctors say 
that we cannot be quite free from anxiety for some days 
to come. I shall be at home all to-morrow afternoon, and 
there is no reason why you should not call, if you are 
generously willing to do so. The servants and several in- 
quirers have been told of a riding-accident, which seems 
to be believed in." 

Leonard laughed slightly as he folded up this artless 
missive, which, despite its brevity, told him all that there 
was any need for him to know. Obviously, Juliet had 
been informed of everything, had condoned everything, 
was eager to hush everything up: it only remained for 
him to assure her that she might count upon his con- 
nivance, and that soothing intimation could at once be 
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txansmitted by messenger or telegram. However, since 
she said that there was no reason why he should not call, 
and since he saw no reason for denying himself the bitter- 
sweet satisfaction of a colloquy with her, he decided to 
respond to her summons in person. After all, he owed 
her an apology, perhaps, while the fact of his having paid 
a visit of sympathy to Neuilly would probably tend more 
than anything else to throw discredit upon rumours which 
w^ere pretty sure to be promulgated. 

Early in the afternoon, therefore, he betook himself to 
the villa, was informed, in answer to the solicitous query 
which he was careful not to omit, that Mr. Morant's con- 
dition continued favourable, and was shown into the 
shabby little salon where he had so often been made wel- 
come of late. The windows were flung wide open, the 
torn lace curtains fluttering in the breeze; the grass-plot 
outside was flooded with sunshine; birds were singing in 
the surrounding shrubs, and directly overhead, where no 
doubt the sufferer lay, could be heard the quick passing 
to and fro of light footsteeps. Leonard sat waiting, his long 
face twisted into a faint, ironical smile. Well, he thought, 
the situation was at least original, if it could not be called 
precisely flattering to his self-esteem, and he was sensible 
of some degree of curiosity as to its development. Its 
final issue was, of course, a foregone conclusion. Presently 
Juliet came in with shining eyes — a trifle flushed, a trifle 
apprehensive and interrogative, yet visibly grateful. 

"This is more than good of you!" she exclaimed. 

"I don't know why you should say that," was Leonard's 
reply, as he rose and took her outstretched hand. "How 
can you tell that I am going to be good?" 

Her countenance answered that she devoutly hoped 
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and ventured to believe he was; but she only said : "It is 
good of you, at anyrate, to have come at all." 

"Oh, as for that," he returned, "do I ever fail to come 
when you call me?" And, as she made no rejoinder, he 
added, "Or ever fail to do what you ask me to do?" 

"You have always been a much better friend to me 
than I have to you," Juliet confessed, "and I have never 
deserved your friendship. But — I don't think I have ever 
before asked you to do anything very difficult or disagree- 
able, have I?" 

"It would have made no difference if you had. What 
you are about to ask me to do now will be a little dif- 
ficult and distinctly disagreeable, I suppose; yet I am not 
sure that it wouldn't have had to be done in any case. 
So many disagreeable things seem to be practically un- 
avoidable. This serio-comic duel, for instance. I really 
did not see my way to escape from it, and how could I 
guess that the only infallible method of missing my an- 
tagonist was to point my pistol straight at him? I shall 
know better in future." 

Juliet looked puzzled; Leonard, in some of his moods, 
had always perplexed her. "You did not mean to hit 
him, then?" she asked. 

"Good Heavens, no! Do you take me for a murderer? 
There was a hideous moment during which I took myself 
for an involuntary one, and I have so Httle wish to incur 
that sensation a second time that I doubt whether I shall 
ever fight another duel. There are, after all — in England, 
at least — alternative means of vindicating one's tarnished 
honour." 

"But you won't resort to them?" she said quickly. 

At this he laughed aloud. "Oh, not on the present 
occasion. Haven't I said that I am at your orders? — and 
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could I doubt, after receiving your note this morning, what 
those orders would be? You wished, you told me, to avert 
worse things than have befallen you. Well, from the mo- 
ment that you consider them worse, they become worse and 
must be averted. Your husband also, I gather, is anxious 
to avert them and authorises you to enter upon peace ne- 
gotiations. His magnanimity really knows no bounds!" 

"You have a right to speak bitterly," Juliet acknow- 
ledged, a wave of colour overspreading her cheeks. "Yet 
— there are excuses for him." 

"There are always excuses for everybody, perhaps. 
Even for me, when I am unmanly enough to take pleasure 
in hurting you. But that isn't a real pleasure to me — I 
think you must know it isn't — and I won't indulge in it 
any more. Let it be agreed, then, that I shall adopt no 
steps to punish my wife — for whom also excuses might 
possibly be found, if it were worth while to undertake the 
search — and that I shall pretend to accept her story and 
your husband's of their joint escapade." 

"Well," answered Juliet slowly, "don't you think that, 
upon the whole, that will be the best plan?" 

"I think whatever you think. Of course their story is 
incredible upon the face of it and can be proved with the 
greatest ease in the world to be false. Still, nobody can 
absolutely force us to open our eyes, so long as we choose 
to keep them shut, and let us hope that nobody will try. 
The only question is whether you are really consulting 
your future happiness by allowing such an opportunity as 
this to slip through your fingers. Have you considered 
what your husband is, what he will be to the end of his 
days, and what further humiliations you will almost cer- 
tainly be called upon to endure?" 

"Oh, yes," §be replied, smiling faintly, "I have coa- 
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sidered all that. But there are other considerations; my 
boy's future, for one. It must always be a disadvantage 
to be the son of divorced or separated parents. Besides, 
the feeling that I have about Archie — but you would never 
understand it!" 

"I understand it so well that I suspect I must have 
experienced something very like it myself when I was un- 
der the impression that I had shot him. All the same, I 
cannot think it a very wise or reasonable feeling." 

"I don't pretend to be wise; I only know that, if I 
were to desert him, he would go altogether to the bad. 
Then, too — will you laugh at me for saying so, I wonder? 
— it is almost impossible to help forgiving him. He is 
always sorry — quite genuinely sorry." 

"When he is found out, you mean? Yes; that is very 
human of him. Added to which, as you say, he is never 
without the excuse of temptation." 

"I do think that he might fairly put forward that ex- 
cuse in the present instance," Juliet declared; "I do think 
that it was made extremely difficult for him to avoid be- 
having as he behaved." 

Had he told her so, then? The play was scarcely a 
chivalrous one; but chivalry, as displayed towards Lily, 
would, to be sure, be something of an absurdity. Leonard 
shrugged his shoulders and observed drily, "That may be." 

There was an interval of silence, after which Juliet re- 
sumed: "I hope you don't think that I underestimate 
your generosity?" 

"I don't know," he answered, "that I am entitled to 
set up for being generous. I should like — plainly speak- 
ing — to be rid of the companionship of Lady Leonard; 
but, on the other hand, I should very much dislike the 
degrading ordeal of cross-examination in the Divorce 
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Court, and I am not compelled to swallow Lady Leonard's 
companionship in large doses. No; you need not feel that 
you axe under any special obligation to me. It is literally 
and strictly true that I have no wishes in this matter ex- 
cept your wishes." 

The strict and literal truth, which it had ever been his 
aim to cultivate, was what he affirmed it to be. Other 
truths forced themselves upon him ere he took his leave, 
and saddened his already sufficiently sad heart The sole 
service that he could render to the woman whom he had 
once loved, and indeed still loved, was to abandon her to 
her fate — a fate with which she was not, after all, seriously 
dissatisfied. The question of what was ultimately to be- 
come of him and his impossible consort evidently did not 
interest her; although he was given to understand that the 
removal of the latter from Paris would be a welcome 
measure. 

"Well," he said at length, when he rose, "I suppose 
we shall meet no more in this world." 

Juliet sighed. "I hardly see how we can," she an- 
swered. "Our paths are not very likely to cross again, 
are they ? And even if they should — ! " 

"Oh, it would be awkward, of course. I am sorry 
about that erratic shot of mine; I can only hope that it 
will not have grave results." 

"I hope not; I think not. The doctors say that there 
are splinters of bone which will have to come away, and 
some permanent stiffness is not unlikely; still, up to the 
present all has gone well." 

"Quite excellently," Leonard agreed; "and — accidents, 
equestrian and other, will happen. Perhaps, upon the 
whole, we may consider ourselves a good deal indebted 
to the chapter of accidents." 
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"But I am not ungrateful," she anxiously insisted; "I 
fully realise that you might, if you had chosen, have given 
me infinite pain, which you have decided to spare me, 
and most men, I think, would have decided differently. 
What is so beautiful about you is that you are utterly un- 
like most men." 

Of that somewhat dubious valedictory compliment he 
had to make the best that he could. It had a perceptible 
ring of unconscious, unintentional contempt which har- 
monised only too well with his own view of his conduct. 
For, whatever might be said about gratitude, it was really 
impossible to ignore the fact that he was humbling himself 
in the dust for the sake of one who cared uncommonly 
little about him. And now the distasteful task devolved 
upon him of intimating as much to one who cared even 
less. With her, however, he could be, and purposed to 
be, both peremptory and plain-spoken. She was going to 
escape the penalty that was her due, since there was no 
help for it; but she was not going to triumph. His ac- 
quaintance with feminine nature was so defective that he 
did not know how invariably and inevitably women triumph 
over those who, for no matter what reason, appear to 
knock under to them. 

Lily, wTapped in a gorgeous tea-gown, was reclining 
upon the sofa, when he returned to the hotel, with a novel 
in her hand; but at the sight of him she swung her feet 
to the ground, tossed her book away and exclaimed: 

"If you knew how impatiently I have been waiting for 
you to turn up! What is all this I hear about Mr.Morant 
having had a fall from his horse and dislocated his 
shoulder?" 

"He is said to have had a fall from his horse," Leonard 
answered; "but that is not true, nor is he suffering from a 
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dislocated shoulder. As I think you had better know the 
truth, I will tell you that what is the matter with his 
shoulder is a bullet wound, inflicted by me yesterday 
morning." 

"Inflicted by you? — how very improbable that sounds! 
I can imagine you doing all manner of eccentric things, 
Leonard; but I really can't see you avenging yourself with 
a revolver in the style of the Western States of America ! " 

"Your imagination is not required to undertake such 
flights. I am not an assassin, and Moran's wound was 
incurred on the field of honour, in compliance with tradi- 
tional exigencies. I am not sure that I was bound to fight 
him; but, as he seemed to think that I had better, and as 
I myself had a feeling that some such formality ought to 
be gone through, I met him at Vincennes, with seconds, 
surgeons and all complete. The thing is not to be talked 
about, please; I presume that, for your own sake, you will 
abstain from talking about it. I have only to add that, 
although your version of the episode which led to our en- 
counter is palpably false, I have made up my mind to 
behave as though it were true, and that we shall leave for 
London to-morrow." 

Lady Leonard had some ado to restrain herself from 
rubbing her hands. Her exultant countenance betrayed the 
relief and satisfaction that she felt; but all she said was: 

"In other words, you admit that you haven't a leg to 
stand upon. How splendidly Mr. Morant seems to have 
behaved! — and what a fool you seem to have made of 
yourself!" 

"I might return that compliment," her husband quietly 

observed, "if I cared to dispute with you; but I don't 

Let me, however, warn you that I am not in the least your 

^dupe, and that you will not find me so pliant again. In 
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this instance I have determined to spare you, for reasons 
of my own." 

"Reasons of your own!" Lily returned, with a scorn- 
ful laugh. "Reasons of somebody else's, you mean. You 
have just been consulting somebody else, haven't you? — 
and I daresay she has brought home to you the danger 
of throwing stones when you live in a glass house. You 
are not my dupe, you say. Well, I assure you that I am 
not yours, and I know you would joyfully shunt me to- 
morrow if you dared, or if you thought that you had a 
chance of success. My compliments to Mrs. Morant the 
next time you see her; she has sense enough to realise 
that my shoes are neither vacant nor likely to be. I don't 
object to your seeing her, you know." 

Leonard had spoken the truth in saying that he did 
not care to dispute with his wife, and her insolence 
scarcely moved him. "It is not very probable," he an- 
swered, "that I shall ever see Mrs. Morant again, and of 
course you must not see her husband again. We shall 
go home, as I told you, to-morrow." 

"Oh, rubbish! That would be just the way to make 
people talk; whereas what you and she want is to prevent 
people from talking. Personally, I am indifferent; my con- 
science is clear, and even if it were not, I should have 
nothing to fear from you. But to bolt out of the country 
now, dragging me at your heels, would be quite the 
stupidest thing that you could do. No; we will stay where 
we are for another week or ten days, if you please, and 
you will wind up your interesting researches at the Em- 
bassy, according to programme. I make this suggestion for 
your benefit and Juliet's, mind; I don't myself dread being 
accused of scandalous behaviour or of having forced you 

Lord Leonard* 1 2 



178 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

to fight a duel on my account. That sort of thing doesn't 
do a woman of my rank much harm nowadays." 

A woman of her rank! Well, he had bestowed that rank 
upon her, and he was not prepared to deny that she accurately 
gauged some of its privileges. But why — considering that the 
motive which she assigned was obviously not genuine — should 
she wish to linger in Paris? He had the curiosity to inquire. 

"Our staying here," he remarked, "would not enable 
you to see Morant, who is likely to be confined to his 
room for some time yet" 

"Oh, I don't know," she coolly rejoined; "I might call 
to inquire, and I daresay I should be permitted to visit 
the invaHd in his sick-room. That would be as good a 
means as another of disarming suspicion." 

"Your assuming that I should sanction the employment 
of such means," observed Leonard, "is rather instructive. 
For whom or for what, I wonder, do you take me?" 

Lily laughed. "Don't press the question," she returned. 
"With every wish to keep the peace and to make things 
pleasant all round, I am afraid I should not be able to 
flatter you if I were to give you an honest answer. Forbid 
me, if you choose, to call at the house which you yourself 
haven't been too proud or too discreet to visit; I really 
don't care. I shall certainly write to Mr. Morant; you are 
welcome to that information. You, I imagine, will just as 
certainly write to Juliet and hear from her. Why shouldn't 
we agree to be mutually accommodating?" 
^ "I despair," said Leonard, with a shrug of his shoulders, 
"of rendering myself intelligible to you; it would be a waste 
of time even to try. I think, however, that you will have 
to obey the few and simple orders which I must give you." 

"The difference between us, my dear Leonard," she com- 
posedly replied, "is that I don't think so. You are too fond 
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of blowing hot and cold; you don't quite know what you 
want, and if you did, the chances are that you wouldn't 
know how to secure it. To a certain extent I can sym- 
pathise with you, for I see how invidiously you are situated; 
but you don't, if you will excuse my saying so, inspire 
either awe or respect. So it strikes me that there will be 
no need to telegraph to the servants in Grosvenor Place." 
She strolled smilingly out of the room, with the air of 
having said all that there was to say upon the subject, 
while Leonard, shrugging his shoulders once more, wrote 
out the telegram which she had pronounced unnecessary. 



CHAPTER XVII. 
THE DISCARDED LILY, 

Scarcely had Leonard given orders to his servant to 
pack up in preparation for departure on the following 
morning when the First Secretary of the British Embassy 
was announced. This dapper gentleman, still comparatively 
young and evidently destined to arrive at prominence in 
his calling, came as the bearer of an invitation to meet at 
dinner a certain financial magnate of European celebrity, 
and he expressed his personal disappointment, which he 
was sure would be shared by his diief, on learning that 
Lord Leonard was about to quit the French capital. 

"Kronenheller only arrives from Vienna at the end of 
the week," he said, "and you really o.ught not to miss him 
if you can help it. Half an hour's talk with him wilt give 
you more information than you will get by any amount of 
fagging at official papers. Couldn't you stretch a point 
and postpone your flitting?" 

There was an implied compliment in the suggestion to 
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which Leonard was not wholly insensible. At that time he 
had not yet realised, nor had others realised, that he was 
hopelessly unfitted for political life. On the contrary, he 
was disposed to hope that he might find in public affairs 
that object and that anodyne of which he stood so sorely 
in need, and although he had no authorised mission, he 
was aware that he could, if he liked, render services to the 
Government of the day which would probably receive ultimate 
recognition. For able and industrious young noblemen of 
territorial influence are seldom neglected by the Govern- 
ment of any day. Therefore he paused to reflect, and his 
visitor gave him further food for reflection by remarking: 

"Nasty accident, this of Morant's. I suppose one must 
accept his story of a fall from his horse?" 

"Does anybody doubt the truth of his story?" Leonard 
asked. 

"Oh, lord, yes! It is whispered — or rather more than 
whispered — that he was called out and wounded by an 
irate husband. There are several husbands in Paris who 
might, by all accounts, think that they had some reason 
for calling him out." 

"I daresay there are. Is this one named?" 

The diplomatist laughed. "Well, I have heard him 
named; but I am not going to repeat what I have heard. 
All lies most likely; only one is sorry for poor Mrs. Morant, 
who has stuck to her husband through thick and thin, 
and who might easily, I should think, be caused or spared 
a good deal of annoyance." 

"In what way?" 
' "Oh, I don't know; I'm not acquainted with the facts. 
But if I had been Morant's assailant, and if I wanted to 
spare her, I believe I should try to lend her a hand by be- 
having as jf nothing had happened. After all, one can't do 
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more than fight a man and put a bullet in him; one doesn't 
want to be avenged upon his unoffending family. I re- 
member once in the days of my youth getting into a row 
with a married man at St. Petersburg. I had to meet him, 
and I was lucky enough to run him through the arm. The 
affair was kept as dark as possible; but of course rumours 
leaked out, as they always do, and as I knew that his wife 
was very anxious to suppress them, I made a point of danc- 
ing with her three times in succession at a Court ball im- 
mediately afterwards. She was awfully grateful, and so was 
her husband. They send me pots of caviare at regular inter- 
vals to the present day. Of course, if I had cut them, or 
if I had hooked it out of the place on leave, as I might have 
done, people would have drawn their own conclusions." 

This extremely broad hint, which may have been, and 
indeed probably was, dictated by sheer good nature, had 
its effect upon one who was far more eager to serve Mrs. 
Morant's interests than his own. He was, moreover, 
sincerely desirous of conferring with Baron von Kronen- 
heller, whose approaching advent seemed to justify the an- 
nouncement of a change of plans to Lady Leonard. Lily, 
it , is true, on being informed that she would not be re- 
quired to leave for England immediately, laughed the Baron 
to scorn. 

"Oh, I never thought that you really meant going," 
she calmly remarked, "and I don't know that I should 
have gone with you if you had. As it happens, I want 
to stay where I am a little longer; so I won't inquire into 
your motives, which, for the matter of that, don't interest me." 

He allowed her defiance to pass. He did not see how 
she could very well compromise herself or others more 
than she had already done, nor did he think that there 
was any likelihood of her being permitted to see Morant, 
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should she call; as it might be taken for granted that she 
would, to make inquiries at his door. He, for his part, 
despatched a messenger to Neuilly every morning during 
the days that followed, thinking that at once the best 
method of intimating to Juliet that he had been unable to 
comply with her wishes and of acting upon the diplomatic 
hint with which he had been favoured. He received in 
return satisfactory reports of Mr. Morant's progress, but no 
note or personal message. Going little into society and 
busied with the dry statistics for which he was cultivating 
a sort of forced enthusiasm, he did not hear, as his wife 
did, that everybody had got wind of the Vincennes affray 
and that nobody knew what to make of it. At a later 
period it was said of him that he must be either a fool 
or a cynic; but at the time most people inclined to the 
belief that he was astutely awaiting developments. 

That these were not provided for him was no fault of 
Lily's, who wrote twice to her wounded admirer and whose 
missives, to her great surprise and indignation, were left 
unacknowledged. Had she known Archie a little better 
than she did, she would not have been surprised, although 
she might still have been excusably indignant: as it was, 
she suspected Juliet of intercepting his correspondence — 
a mode of carrying on hostilities to which she was deter- 
mined that she would in no wise tamely submit. One 
afternoon, accordingly, she drove out to Neuilly and asked 
for Mrs. Morant, into whose presence she was, after a 
short delay, shown. 

"Well, my dear," she began, holding out her hand with 
an indescribable air of impudence and patronage, "how is 
your husband by this time?" 

"Very much better, thank-you," answered Juliet "It 
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is now certain, I am glad to say, that his accident will 
have no serious results — of any kind." 

The two ladies surveyed one another as destined com- 
batants of whatever species or sex are wont to do before 
fur and feathers begin to fly. Both were aware that there 
was going to be a scrimmage; but each was disposed to 
let the other strike the first blow. This honour was event- 
ually accepted by Lady Leonard, who observed, with a 
short laugh: 

"There isn't much use in talking about 'accidents,' 
you know." 

"I did not know," the other quietly returned, "how 
much or how little you knew." 

"Oh, I am fully informed! Anything more absurd I 
never heard of in my life; but I daresay you are all of 
you as ashamed of yourselves as you ought to be now. 
Whether you are or not, I don't mean to let this make 
the least difierence between me and Mr. Morant." 

"I do not think that you will be consulted about 
that," Juliet replied. "My husband sees, if you do not, 
that, after what has taken place and what has unfortunately 
been more or less made public, it would be out of the 
question for you and him to meet again." 

"How much more that sounds like your decision than 
his, my dear! Don't you understand that we can't save 
appearances better than by meeting again? Or is it that 
you care less about appearances than about rescuing him 
from my dreaded clutches? You really need not be so 
much alarmed. I have handed him over to you once al- 
ready, remember, and I should hardly have done that if 
I had been as eager as you evidently think I am to keep 
him all to myself. But he amuses me and I believe I 
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amuse him — you, I am afraid, don't — so we are naturally 
unwilling to drop one another." 

"At the risk of being thought unmannerly," answered 
Juliet, to whom the woman's aspect was even more of- 
fensive than her words, "I must say that he is not only 
willing but anxious to drop you." 

"I shall believe that," returned the other, with a laugh, 
"when I hear it from his own lips. Suppose, just by way 
of convincing me that you are speaking the truth, you 
were to let him know that I am here?" 

"I think, if he were in the house, he would probably 
ask you to excuse him; but, as a matter of fact, he has 
gone out for a walk." 

"That is another statement which I must take the 
liberty of disbelieving," Lily declared. 

"In that case. Lady Leonard, there is really no more 
to be said. Of course it would not be worth my while to 
deceive you; for if my husband wanted to meet you again, 
it would be out of my power to prevent him from doing 
so, now that he is no longer confined to his room. But he 
does not wish it, and he will not voluntarily do it. That, 
indeed, was his message to you." 

"His message! Do you assert that he gave you a 
message for me? As if he could possibly contemplate 
your having a chance to deliver it!" 

"Well, I suppose his forecasts are based upon some 
knowledge and experience of precedents. I did not my- 
self think that you would call; but he was sure that you 
would, and he instructed me to say what I have said. His 
words — but I won't repeat them all — were 'You will have 
to make her understand that the incident is closed.' Dis- 
agreeable as the incident has been to me, I have agreed 
to turn my back upon it, and — " 
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"And upon me too, eh?" interrupted Lily stormily. 
"Very well! I haven't, as you may imagine, the least wish 
ever to behold your face again, and I suppose you have 
contrived to scare Mr. Morant into promises of good be- 
haviour. But if you think that he will keep them a day 
longer than I choose to let him, you don't know your 
man! What you will probably be glad to hear is that I 
have had about enough of him. He is, after all, a poor- 
spirited sort of creature, and he doesn't exactly belong to 
my world. As I said a few minutes ago, I made you wel- 
come to him when he was a bachelor; you are more than 
equally welcome to him now that he is your legal property. 
Only you will admit, perhaps, that I have shown you how 
very easy it would be to deprive you of your legal pro- 
perty." / 

Under cover of that somewhat feeble proclamation that 
the grapes were sour Lady Leonard marched out. It was 
all very well to say to herself that if Archie was poor- 
spirited, his wife was not less so, and that ample venge- 
ance had been wreaked upon the amiable and superior 
Miss Vyse of an earlier day; but she was at heart deeply 
chagrined, recognising that what she had heard was the 
truth and that a fickle admirer wished to have no more 
to do with her. There is one point upon which even the 
vainest and most superficial of women can never cherish 
an illusion, and she knew well enough what had been the 
nature of Archie Morant's affection for her from the out- 
set. So she drove back towards Paris with heavy clouds 
upon her brow and rage in her breast. 

Now, it came to pass on that selfsame afternoon that 
Leonard, strolling pensively up the Champs Elys^es and 
endeavouring to think about nothing but a studious com- 
parison of hard facts and arid figures, was tapped gently 



1 86 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

on the shoulder by the very last person in the world whom 
he would have expected to accost him in so public a 
manner. He looked as much astonished as he felt on des- 
crying Archie Morant's smiling countenance within a few 
inches of his own, and -his astonishment was not lessened 
when Morant said: 

"Don't scowl so savagely at a maimed man! Thanks 
to you, I still carry one arm in a sling, you see; so you 
can't with any decency lay your stick across my shoulders. 
Moreover, there is no reason why you should. There is 
no reason that I know of why we shouldn't be friends, and 
there wasn't much reason, if it comes to that, for your put- 
ting a bullet into me. I might have put one into you, you 
know; only of course I took jolly good care to fire wide." 

"I have no doubt of it," Leonard answered. "Perhaps 
you will hardly believe that I meant to do likewise; yet I 
did. Nevertheless, I confess that I do not see how it is 
practicable for us to be friends. When you say that there 
is no reason why we shouldn't be, do you really wish me 
to understand that what you told me at Fontauiebleau 
was the truth?" 

Archie laughed. He had coolly passed his right arm 
through Leonard's left, and they were pacing slowly along 
beneath the trees, visible in that familiar posture to any 
friends or acquaintances who might chance to be on their 
way to or from the Bois. "Naturally," he replied, "I wish 
you to understand that Lady Leonard's statement, with 
which I had the honour to associate myself at the time, 
was accurate. But even if it had been false — !" 

"I think it was false," said Leonard curtly. 

"Well, what then? You have done all that you could 
be expected to do under the circumstances, and I must 
say that you have behaved like a thorough gentleman. It 
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would have been easy for you — I won't say to divorce 
your wife, but at anyrate to separate yourself from her, 
and I know why you held your hand. Not for my sake, 
you are going to protest. No; not for my sake, of 
course; still the fact remains that I am indebted to you, 
and I must be allowed to be grateful." 

"Then show your gratitude by treating your wife 
better," Leonard returned. 

"Exactly what I intend to do, my dear fellow. Heaven 
forgive me! I'm always intending to turn over a new leaf; 
but these infernal women! — Ah, you don't sympathise; you 
aren't built that way. Juliet does; though she isn't built 
that way either. I say, Leonard, do you remember the 
old Britannia days? Do you remember what a fine fel- 
low you used to think me then?" 

"I remember it all well enough," answered Leonard 
sadly. "Why won't you let me think you a fine fellow 
still? Why have you forced me to think you a black- 
guard, Archie?" 

The other jerked up his shoulders, without the least 
diminution of good humour. "Am I a blackguard?" he 
meditatively asked. "I have done some queerish things, 
no doubt, and yet I believe I should have been right 
enough, upon the whole, if there had been no women in 
the world. Oh, I'm not denying the existence of decent 
women; Juliet is a bright and shining example, and I've 
met with one or two others in my time. But what I do 
maintain is that the majority of them aren't worth quarrel- 
ling about. Lady Leonard, saving your presence, isn't 
worth quarrelling about." 

"Possibly not; but are you quite the right person to 
say that?" 

"Oh, I'm speaking confidentially," Archie returned, with 
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a laugh. "Besides, I have offended against you so much 
and so often that one little bit of bad taste, more or less, 
can't greatly matter. It may be bad taste, and I daresay 
it is, to tell you that old friendship ought not to be 
severed by such women as your wife; but at least it is 
true." 

"Does it not strike you," Leonard asked, "that this is 
a very odd sort of conversation?" 

"Yes; but it's the only sort that we can have, you and 
L And I wanted you to know that I appreciate your 
generosity. Also that I am going to try to deserve it." 

Leonard nodded silently. A little against his will, he 
retained an indomitable fondness for the hero of his boy- 
hood, and he asked for nothing better than to believe that 
that fallen hero retained some of the instincts of a gentle- 
man. Yet he could not help feeling that a gentleman 
would not have said what Archie had just said. 

"After what has taken place, we can't very well be 
friends again, Morant," he remarked at length; "but I 
suppose we need not be enemies. We shall simply cease 
to see one another or hear of one another, that's all." 

That was probably all that Archie wished. At any- 
rate, he did not wish to see or hear any more of Lady 
Leonard, and an opportunity of displaying his rather un- 
gallant sentiments towards the lady in question was provided 
for him when she, driving homewards from Neuilly, caught 
sight of the pair, stopped her carriage and beckoned im- 
peratively to them to approach. 

"Oh, hang it!" he audibly ejaculated. And then: 
"Well, good-bye, old man; I'm off." 

He hastily raised his hat to her ladyship and suited 
the action to the word, while Leonard, drawing nearer to 
the arrested equipage, received full in his face a diatribe 
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which would have been more fittingly addressed to the 
fugitive. 

Is there any spectacle less edifying or more vicariously 
humiliating than that of a vulgar woman in a rage? Lily, 
who had lost her head (possibly also her heart, but it is 
difficult to tell how far such persons can be said to possess 
such organs), was so angry that she neither knew nor cared 
what she was saying, and, to cut short a scene which 
seemed likely to become intelligible even to those un- 
acquainted with the English language, Leonard stepped 
into the carriage beside her, motioning to the coachman 
to drive on. 

"She surpassed herself," his diary records; "she made, 
by implication, every admission that there was to make; 
she had uncomplimentary adjectives for us all, including 
Morant, whom she called a "dirty coward," I remember. 
Tears and sobs supervened, which were scarcely disguised, 
notwithstanding my remonstrances and representations, as 
we rolled along the rue de Rivoli, raked by I know not 
how many pairs of inquisitive eyes. But the upshot was 
a virtual acknowledgment of defeat on her part, and we 
are to start for London to-morrow. She is "dead sick" 
of Paris, she declares, and, luckily for her, the remedy is 
obvious. Would that the rest of us could with equal ease 
dismiss things and people when we have grown dead sick 
of them!" 



CHAPTER XVUL 
MRS. LEONARD'S HOPES. 

Mrs. Leonard, after the rupture which entailed per- 
manent exile from her son's roof, established herself in 
South Kensington, where her means enabled her to rent 
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a commodious house and where she devoted the super- 
abundance of her spare time to good works. She was, of 
course, not happy; yet she did not lack that one essential 
to the endurance of unhappiness, something to look for- 
ward to. Sooner or later, she felt assured, her odious 
daughter-in-law would so far overstep the bounds of decency 
as to become liable to legal and moral ejection, and it 
must be owned that her daughter-in-law's conduct was of 
a nature to foster that sanguine expectation. So she lived 
in hope, waiting upon events with grim patience and with 
a reliance upon Heavenly justice which forbade her to fear 
that she would die without enjoying the triumph that was 
her due. 

To visit her son at Leonard's End was, as she told 
him in reply to repeated entreaties, out of the question; 
but she saw him occasionally when he was in London, and 
once or twice, when she could not help it, extended rigid 
fingers for Lily to shake. At other seasons of the year 
Leonard's letters to her were so often left unanswered that 
he gradually relinquished the habit of writing, and during 
his rather long period of absence in Paris his mother did 
not hear from him at all. It was only through a chance 
encounter, at a charity bazaar, with her former neighbour 
Mrs. Vyse that she became aware of that other chance 
encounter beyond the Channel which had had results as 
yet unknown to her informant. 

"I can't help rejoicing that they have met," Mrs. Vyse 
wistfully said; "I can't help hoping that, now the ice has 
been broken, we may be allowed to forget bygones. The 
General is as stem and obstinate as ever about it; he says 
Juliet may come home if she likes, but nothing will induce 
him to receive Mr. Morant in his house. Yet, since Lord 
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Leonard is willing to be friends with them again, why 
shouldn't we?" 

"I don't know, I'm sure," answered Mrs. Leonard 
chillingly; "it is a matter of personal sympathy or anti- 
pathy, perhaps. As for my son, he is always wilhng to be 
friends with anybody, and I see no reason myself for his 
harbouring a grudge against Mr. Morant As you are 
aware, I was never enthusiastic about the match which 
Mr. Morant brought to nothing." 

Meek as the other lady was, she could not resist re- 
marking, "Still, you would have preferred it, I suppose, to 
the marriage which Lord Leonard actually made." 

"It would have been preferable in some wa)rs, no doubt; 
I only meant that from my point of view there is no par- 
ticular difficulty in forgiving Mr. Morant What you say 
seems to show that he has been forgiven." 

"Oh, yes; Juliet writes as if there had been a com- 
plete renewal of intimacy. She tells me that she has seen 
a great deal of Lord Leonard, and that he has been so 
kind and quite b'ke his old self." 

"He will always be like himself," Mrs. Leonard some- 
what tartly returned, "and he will never be like other 
people." 

She was secretly a little vexed by the news thus im- 
parted to her; a little vexed also that it should have come 
to her ears after that indirect fashion. For, although she 
did not always choose to write to her son, she expected 
him to write to her more often than he did, and she was 
not so sure as she would have liked to be that there was 
no special cause for his recent silence. She knew his un- 
changeableness; she knew (for indeed he had long ceased 
to make any secret of that fact) that there was absolute 
estrangement between him and his wife, and she thought 
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a reversion to former fealty on his part by no means un- 
likely. Well, that would never do! Happen what might, 
Lady Leonard must be given no pretext for pleading that 
she had been sinned against, as well as sinning. After 
some days she had almost made up her mind to despatch 
a hortatory missive to Paris when such intervention was 
rendered unnecessary by the entrance of Leonard himself. 
He had only returned to Grosvenor Place on the previous 
evening, he told her; so that he had lost no time in ful- 
filling a filial duty. 

"You have been a very long time in Paris," was almost 
the first thmg that she said to him. "I hear that you 
came across your old flame there." 

He frowned slightly. "Yes, we met the Morants — 
who told you that? — and naturally we could not cut them." 

"According to Mrs. Vyse, who has had letters from 
her daughter, you threw yourself into their arms. I should 
have thought iJiat so much warmth was uncalled for and 
possibly even imprudent; but perhaps you know your own 
business best What had your wife to say about it?" 

Leonard breathed more freely. For a moment he had 
feared that undesirable rumours might have reached Lon- 
don; but it was evident that his mother had as yet no 
inkling of these, and he answered: 

"My wife is not inclined to be jealous. Even if she 
were, she would have nothing to fear from Mrs. Morant, 
who never cared for me and who, I believe, still cares as 
much as she ever did for her husband." 

"H'm! Then why all those weeks in Paris?" 

"Well, I had some subjects to get up which it was 
easier to study there than in England. Besides, Lily 
wished to stay, and, having practically no wishes of my 
own, I was quite willing to comply with hers." 
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Mrs. Leonard's foot tapped the carpet impatiently; her 
son's supineness, both with regard to public and to private 
affairs, was a perpetual thorn in her side. 

"An)^ing fresh?" she asked abruptly, after a pause^ 

He knew so well what she meant that he omitted the 
formality of requesting her to explain. "Nothing that I 
care to talk about," he replied; "nothing that will help 
towards the rather improbable event for which you long." 

"Then there has been something! I suspected as 
much! But I cannot allow you to say that I long for an 
event which must, at best, be scandalous and lowering, 
nor have I ever been an advocate for the re-marriage of 
divorced persons. I only see that you may be forced to 
free yourself from that woman. If she had a son, it would 
be different; I should think and say then that you ought 
to go on living with her, in spite of all." 

"I am sure you would," returned Leonard, smiling; for 
he was well aware that Lily's childlessness was an even 
greater sin in his mother's eyes than the levity of her con- 
duct. Mrs. Leonard, of course, obtained no further in- 
formation from him respecting Lily's conduct abroad. All 
she was told was that it had been "very much what it 
habitually is," and some sharp strictures upon the culpable 
indifference of his own failed to render him more com- 
municative. 

Comforting and exciting intelligence was, however, in 
store for a lady who, although she saw so little of the 
gay world, was not entirely out of touch with smart per- 
sons. She heard before Leonard did — but that, perhaps, 
was scarcely surprising — rumours of an alleged quarrel 
between her son and his former schoolfellow and of the 
cause commonly assigned for that quarrel; it was likewise 
confided to her that Lady Leonard, since her return to 

lAfrd Leonard, 13 
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London, had been more vulgarly ostentatious than ever in 
her flirtations and her ways of going on, and that people 
were beginning to fight shy of her. This latter statement 
was easily verified, and was indeed accurate. There are 
*^ways of going on" which are blandly tolerated or ignored 
in a community which cannot nowadays be called strait- 
laced, while there are others which challenge and receive 
condemnation. Perhaps Lily, who was an underbred woman, 
did not know how to draw required distinctions, or it may 
be that the mortification which Archie's behaviour had un- 
doubtedly inflicted upon her made her additionally reck- 
less. Reckless, at all events, she appeared to be, and at 
length she began to notice that not only were her invita- 
tions very generally declined, but that she was left out of 
entertainments to which she had fully expected to be 
asked. This did not please her, and her impulse, when 
displeased, was to attack her husband, to whom at other 
moments she seldom spoke. 

"I suppose you are aware," she said suddenly, one 
day, "that you have got me into everybody's black books 
by fighting that stupid duel on my account." 

"I did not fight it exactly on your account," he an- 
swered, "and I certainly was not aware that it had been 
talked about here. Has it been talked about?" 

"Oh, dear, yes! — talked about all over the place for 
the last fortnight or more. And the consequence is that 
there is a sort of conspiracy to send me to Coventry." 

Leonard wrinkled up his forehead in some annoyance. 
VAre you sure," he asked, "that the conspiracy, if it exists, 
is a consequence of what, after all, can only be hearsay 
reports? I should have thought that there might have 
been other reasons." 

"Would you? Well, there isn't much doubt about the 
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existence of thie conspiracy, anyhow, and Fm getting rather 
sick of this. I have half a mind to cut London and ask 
a few decent people to come down and keep me company 
at Leonard's End." 

So far as her husband was concerned, she was very 
welcome to take that course. He smiled, guessing who 
the decent people were likely to be and what were their 
claims to be described by that adjective. 

"Provided that you don't ask me to join the rural 
party!" said -he. 

'' You! — I should as soon think of asking your mother ! 
No; you can stay where you are, or go to the North Pole, 
if you like. You won't advertise the fact that we are two 
quite so glaringly in that way as by living under the same 
roof with me and pretending not to see me." 

"I am sorry," answered Leonard, "if I have seemed to 
advertise what is nobody's business but our own; still I 
can't offer to change my attitude, which, if you will con- 
sider it, is the only one open to me. Fortunately, there is 
no need for us to spend a great deal of our time under 
the same roof." 

Such was his conscientious opinion. Of course it may 
be said of him — and indeed was said in the sequel — that 
he gave his wife every encouragement to make herself im- 
possible; but he conceived, rightly or wrongly, that she 
could not make herself worse than she already was, and 
that she was entitled to nothing at his hands beyond the 
forbearance which he had shown towards her for another's 
sake. For that other's sake, he was distressed to hear that 
the secret of the duel had not been kept; yet, so far as he 
was able to ascertain in the course of the few following 
days, such versions of it as had permeated to London were 
of a vague order and could scarcely harm her. The only 

13* 
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person who appeared to be bent upon causing trouble, if 
she could, was his mother, whom he found, on the occa- 
aon of his next visit to her, in a state of excitement which 
even her iron self-command was powerless to disguise. 

"What is all this," she asked, "about your having fought 
that man Morant in Paris and wounded him? Am I to 
believe that you were mad enough to give him an excuse 
for challenging you? Or is the contrary story, incredible 
as it sounds, genuine, and did the fault lie with him and 
your wretched wife? I insist upon the truth!" 

"You shall have what you insist upon, mother," an- 
swered Leonard, after a moment of reflection, "if you will 
give me your word that it shall go no further. You will 
neither agree with my views nor approve of them; but you 
cannot alter them, and I would rather, upon the whole, 
that you knew precisely how I stand." 

So, having obtained her rather reluctant promise, he 
proceeded to tell her the whole truth — with the result 
which he had foreseen. 

"Then it just comes to this," Mrs. Leonard exclaimed 
bitterly, "that in order to render a doubtful service to a 
woman who has behaved as badly to you as any woman 
could, you accept disgrace and dishonour!" 

"That is putting it rather too strongly, I think. What 
I accept, for the reason that you have named, is not so 
much disgrace or dishonour as discomfort, and even that, 
owing to the circumstance that I am a rich man, admits 
of being reduced to endurable proportions. My wife, for 
example, has now seen fit to take herself off" to the country, 
and how she proposes to spend the summer I neither know 
nor care. I myself shall very soon start on a yachting 
cruise which may last several months. In short, we shall 
see as little as possible of one another for the future." . 
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"You speak," cried Mrs. Leonard, "as if the word 
duty had no meaning for you!" 

"Then I don't speak as I feel. But I suppose the 
word may have different meanings for different people." 

"That is only as much as to say that some people 
can contrive to shut their eyes to their duty. Yours is as 
clear as daylight to me." 

No doubt it was, and he sympathised in some degree 
with her notion of it, although this did not happen to ac- 
cord with his own. That she would keep a vigilant eye 
upon Lily's proceedings during his absence he felt assured, 
and of any evidence that might be forthcoming of a nature 
to release him from his bondage he was prepared to avail 
himself; only he had no intention, happen what might, of 
doing what he knew that his mother was eager for him 
to do. He could not for the life of him see anything so 
desperately calamitous as she did in the extinction of an 
ancient title, nor was he disposed to take the chance of 
burning his fingers a second time. 

In the interests of peace and quietness, however, he 
kept his ideas to himself, and not long after this he was 
enabled to shape a course for latitudes where he could give 
a free rein to all the ideas in his head without danger of 
being interrogated by anybody respecting them. The yawl 
which had afforded solace to his affliction two years before, 
and of which he had subsequently become the owner, bore 
him away to the North Cape, to Iceland, to the Orkneys 
and the Shetlands and other regions not easily communi- 
cated with by post; for weeks and months he prolonged a 
desultory cruise, with no other company than that of his 
skipper and the winds and the waves, thus obtaining what 
was probably the nearest approach to happiness within his 
reach. The sea remained, as heretofore, his rough, but 
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faithful friend ; of the sea's hundred moods he never wearied, 
while the sense of seclusion with which it soothed him had 
lost nothing of the old charm for one whose fellow-mortals 
showed themselves so often the reverse of soothing. Some 
of the best lyrics that he ever wrote were composed at 
this time: also a few prose studies, which were decidedly 
superior to the verses, but by which he set little store. 
From his wife he did not receive a single line, nor did he 
address any to her, and amongst the letters which he picked 
up at various ports were only a few from Mrs. Leonard — 
brief, cold and devoid of domestic intelligence. Reading 
between the lines, he divined how much she regretted hav- 
ing bound herself not to divulge the events of the spring 
and how far she was from pardoning his refusal to turn 
the same to lawful account. 

It was, therefore, with the utmost surprise that, on his 
unwilling return home in the late autumn, he saw his 
mother advance across the entrance-hall at Leonard's End 
to meet and greet him. Such a portent, he instinctively 
felt, after the first shock of amazement, could have but 
one meaning, and the moment that he was out of sight 
and hearing of the servants he asked : 

"Has she actually eloped, then?" 

"My dear Leonard," remonstrated the old lady, "do 
you suppose that I should not have telegraphed to you if 
a catastrophe of that kind had taken place? No; I am 
thankful to say that your wife has not so disgraced her- 
self and you; but — she is expecting!" 

"Expecting what?" he bewilderedly asked. 

"Why, the one event, of course, which we none of us 
ventured any longer to expect. It was only by a side 
wind that I heard how things were; but as soon as I did 
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tear I felt that I must dismiss all pride and resentment 
and go to her. So I came." 

"Good Heavens!" 

"Yes; I do not say that it was pleasant to me to do 
so, nor can I say that she has made my stay here during 
the last few weeks pleasant; but I had, and have, a duty 
to perform. We know what happened last time, owing to 
want of proper care and precautions: these must not be 
neglected again. Fortunately, she is frightened about her- 
self, which makes her more manageable. You will find 
her lying down, and I wish to urge upon you very strongly 
the desirability of a reconcihation. I should be the last to 
deny that she has been greatly to blame in the past; but 
we have to consider the future. I think, too, tjiat there is, 
at anyrate, a doubt as to whether she has been guilty of 
anything worse in the past than extreme imprudence, and 
that we ought, under the circumstances, to allow her the 
benefit of that doubt." 

A wry smile was visible for a moment upon Leonard's 
countenance. No concession, evidently, would be refused 
by his mother in return for the gift of an heir to the 
family dignities; but how about his individual dignity, thus 
so strangely and seriously menaced? He did not say 
much, feeling that what there was to be said had better, 
upon the whole, be left unsaid; nor, when he presently 
saw her, did he address any of the observations which 
were upon the tip of his tongue to his wife, who seemed 
to be really out of health and was quite unquestionably 
out of spirits. She was also a good deal out of temper. 

"I never was more disgusted or more miserable!" she 
candidly told him. "The chances are that I shall die, 
which of course will delight you, and the last days of my 
life seem likely to be embittered by the presence of my 
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mother-in-law, whom I haven't the energy to shoo away. 
I suppose you aren't charitable enough to do that for me, 
are you?" 

He shook his head. "I am afraid I am not brutal 
enough," he answered. 

But indeed he was charitable enough for anything, as 
was proved by his conduct during the long succession of 
trying weeks that followed. They were weeks of trial 
more severe than seemed to be recognised by either of the 
ladies between whom it devolved upon him to keep the 
peace; but he endured them patiently, heroically, the one 
conviction ever present to his mind being that only a cow- 
ard could utter such words as he had perhaps, strictly 
speaking, the right to utter. Lily was what she was; yet 
her condition, both in her own opinion and in that of her 
medical advisers, was of a nature to warrant grave anxiety, 
and he could not bring himself to be a murderer. So he 
held his peace and offered up prayers which, had she been 
made aware of them, would have horrified his mother, who 
was besieging Heaven with diametrically contrary supplica- 
tions. 

Not until the new year did Heaven respond after a 
fashion which caused Leonard to exclaim from his heart 
"Thank God!" For in the dark February days his wife 
became the mother of a very small daughter and was her- 
self, far sooner than had been anticipated, pronounced to 
be out of danger. It was not, to be sure, gratitude in re- 
spect of the latter pronouncement that drew forth the above 
pious ejaculation, nor could Mrs. Leonard, who was present 
at the time, forbear from commenting upon its singular in- 
appropriateness. 

"We must accept what is sent to us," she remarked; 
Vbut I do not know that we are anywhere tol4 to return 




MRS. LEONARD'S HOPES. 20I 

thanks for a cruel disappointment. It is possible — I might 
almost say probable — that you will never have a son now." 

"You may go further than that, mother," answered 
Leonard, his lips at length unsealed, "and call it certain. 
I shall -never have a son of my own, and I do not, strange 
as it may appear to you, covet a son, or even a daughter, 
of somebody else's." 

To her dying day Mrs. Leonard did not quite forgive 
him that speech. She stigmatised it at the time as a 
monstrous one; yet its monstrosity, one may presume, con- 
sisted less, by her way of thinking, in the insult which it 
impHed to his wife than in the death-blow which she in- 
stinctively felt that it struck at her own hopes. 

"You will have a miserable life, Leonard," she pre- 
dicted, "and in my opinion you will have deserved nothing 
else." 



PART n. 

CHAPTER XIX. 
THE NEXT GENERATION. 

One evening, not many years ago, Lord Leonard and 
his daughter Muriel were amongst the guests at a dinner 
given by a personage holding a high official post at Court. 
They had been asked to an entertainment mainly official 
because Lord Leonard, although not a member of the 
existing administration and regretfully recognised by that 
and previous administrations as ineligible for ministerial 
rank, was nevertheless a power in the land by reason of 
his wealth, his social standing and a- vexatious habit that 
he had of writing impartial articles in current periodicals 
to show that the political party to which he belonged was 
rather more often in the wrong than in the right This 
quiet, urbane, taciturn man, with the long, melancholy 
visage and the grizzled head, was worth conciliating, if a 
little difficult to conciliate, while his beautiful daughter 
(she might really have been pronounced beautiful even if 
she had not been the almost certain heiress of her father's 
great possessions) was of course a valuable guest to any 
lady who had younger sons and natural maternal ambitions. 

The dinner was followed by a select reception which 
partook of the nature of a concert; for the personage's 
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wife, being a lover of music, was wont to enliven after that 
fashion the tedium of enforced hospitality, and any vocal 
or instrumental renderings that were heard in her house 
were sure to be good. Some of the performers were paid 
in coin for their services; others were differently remunerated, 
if remunerated at all. To the latter category evidently 
belonged a handsome, stoutish lady, no longer young, with 
whom nobody seemed to be acquainted, but whose voice 
was of so fine a quality and so admirably managed that 
she might very well have passed for a professional. 
Muriel Leonard, a tall, stately-looking girl, dressed in a 
style somewhat old for her years and wearing jewels more 
costly than unmarried women usually wear, was unable, 
on being interrogated, to gratify the general curiosity; but 
she glanced over her shoulder towards her father, who 
was leaning against the wall behind her, and asked, "Do 
you know who that is?" 

Lord Leonard, staring into space, with a far-away look 
in his eyes, started and bent forward. "I beg your 
pardon?" said he. 

When the question was repeated, he answered, "Well, 
oddly enough, I believe I do. If her name is Morant, it 
is a generation since I last heard her sing; but there are 
voices and faces which one does not forget. I will find 
out from our hostess." 

He suited the action to the word, and obtained prompt 
confirmation of his surmise. 

"My widow, do you mean? Isn't she magnificent? 
Past her best, of course; still better than any other amateur 
in London that I know of. I came across her by the 
merest chance last week and grabbed her instantly. Yes, 
she is a Mrs. Morant; did you ever meet her before? Oh, 
but, now that I come to tjiink of it, you would have met 
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her. Didn't her people live in your part of the world 
once upon a time?" 

Lord Leonard nodded gravely. "They lived there until 
they died there; but they have been dead for I don't re- 
member how long. I wonder whether she would recollect 
me if you were to do me the honour of presenting me 
to her." 

She recollected him perfectly, and remarked, with a 
friendly smile, that they ought not to require the formality 
of an introduction to one another. It was scarcely sur- 
prising that the lady who performed that ceremony should 
not have recollected what had once been pretty well known; 
for she herself had been in the schoolroom at the time 
of Lord Leonard's engagement to Miss Vyse, and his lord- 
ship's subsequent history had been of a kind to obliterate 
the memory of such early episodes. His own memory of 
Juliet Morant was at once vivid and irreconcilable with 
actualities, as is apt to be the case with such memories. 
He had often thought of her, had sometimes heard indirect 
news of her, had seldom or never wished to be brought 
into personal contact with her again. She represented 
sometfiing for him — his youth, to be concise — but he had 
grown middle-aged, not to say old; his youth and his love 
were alike dead and buried; to stand thus face to face 
with a healthy, apparently cheerful survival of extinct 
things was a little saddening, a little disconcerting. 

Mrs. Morant, however, did not seem to share his sensa- 
tions. After the obligatory, unavoidable commonplaces 
had been exchanged, she exclaimed: 

"But what a pleasure it is to see you once more! I 
should have recognised you at once, although your hair 
has gone grey, as black hair always does. I wonder whether 
you would have recognised me," 
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"Well, I did," he answered, adding something compli- 
mentary about her voice. 

Her hair was not grey, only colourless, and her com- 
plexion retained that species of freshness which is the 
prerogative of thick epidermis; but her figure was a thing 
of the past She may have guessed the criticism which 
could not but suggest itself to him; for she rejoined, with 
a good-humoured laugh: 

"In spite of my being such a fat old woman? Well, 
one comfort is that at our time of life it really doesn't 
matter much what one looks like. What does matter — 
don't you think so? — is that one should still be able to 
take an interest in life; and that one is sure to do, so long 
as one has children." 

He made a gesture of assent. "Tell me about your 
children," said he. 

She was very willing to comply with his request. They 
sat down, side by side, and she gave him a full account 
of herself and her belongings, chatting very freely, con- 
fidentially and pleasantly, as to an old friend, upon whose 
sympathy she was aware that she might count. 

"We have lived almost entirely abroad all these years; 
my poor husband — you know, perhaps, that I lost him 
nearly ten years ago? — preferred it, and after his death 
there were educational and economical reasons for our 
remaining where we were. England didn't seem to offer 
any particular attractions; for my father and mother were 
no more, my brothers and sisters were dispersed and the 
old home was broken up. Now it is rather different. 
My eldest boy, Harry, who is here this evening, and whom 
you may remember as a baby in Paris — how remote those 
days seem, don't they? — has at last come into a little 
money, through the death of an aunt. Not very much; 
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still enough to enable him to reside upon his own sttiall 
property, which has hitherto been let. So he has decided 
to leave the Army, and I suppose we shall all live with 
him down in Dorsetshire until he marries. I only hope 
he will fix his affections upon some young lady with a 
modest ddwry! My two girls are finishing their education 
at a French school; as they can't hear me, and as I am 
sure that you are not less discreet than of old, I may tell 
you that they are both pretty and clever. I don't feel 
more anxiety about their future than a mother is bound 
to feel. Then there is my youngest boy, Archie, who is 
going to be a sailor. Perhaps I ought rather to say that 
he IS a sailor; for he has reached his last term on the 
Britannia and I am assured that he is safe to pass out. 
You would like Archie, I think; everybody likes him, and 
he is the very image of what his father used to be." 

That circumstance, Leonard thought, might account 
for the popularity of Archie the younger, while it might 
also cause some misgivings to his nearest relations; but of 
course he did not say anything so disobliging. He sat, 
as was his wont, with crossed legs and long, lean hands 
clasped round one knee, listening, smiling at intervals, 
occupied apparently with his own somewhat mournful 
meditations. 

"I am thrusting all my affairs upon you and hearing 
nothing of yours," his neighbour presently resumed. "How 
has the world been treating you since we were both young?'* 

To put such a question was to give the measure of 
her indifference or forgetfulness. She must know — how 
could she help knowing what had been in all the papers 
and had been something more than a nine days' wonder? 
— that Lord Leonard's domestic affairs had not marched 
smoothly. His wife's notorious delinquencies, culminating 
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in an intrigue with an actor, once celebrated, and an un- 
defended divorce suit — these things, to be sure, were an- 
cient history; yet it seemed odd that she should speak as 
though she expected him either to ignore or refer to them. 
His faintly ironical, interrogative smile reminded her, per- 
haps, that he could scarcely make reply with ease and 
truth; for she hastened to add: 

"I want to hear about your daughter, I mean. Of 
course, as regards yourself, I am aware, like everybody 
else, of what a name you have made in politics and literature 
and — and of how distinguished you are." 

"Am I distinguished?" he returned. "I doubt whether, 
if I were to take a poll of this assemblage, or of a wider 
one, I should obtain a verdict to that effect. My daughter, 
I believe, is considered to have a certain distinction. That 
is to say that she is handsome and self-possessed and very 
generally admired. There she is, on the opposite side of 
the room, just under the full glare of the electric light, of 
which she has as yet no reason to fight shy. You can 
judge for yourself of the accuracy of my description." 

He spoke drily and with an absence of paternal par- 
tiality which could not but be noticeable under the cir- 
cumstances. Mrs. Morant shot a rapid glance at him 
before half rising and putting up her glasses to survey the 
young lady to whom her attention was directed. 

"So that is Miss Leonard, with the splendid diamonds 
in her hair!" she exclaimed. "Yes; she is indeed hand- 
some — most strikingly handsome! But she is not a bit 
like—" 

An abrupt pause showed that the speaker had checked 
herself upon the verge of another indiscretion. The worst 
of Muriel Leonard was, in truth, that she was not a bit 
like a Leonard. On the other hand, she bore, save in the 
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matter of colouring, little resemblance to her submerged; 
disgraced and well-nigh forgotten mother. Did she at all 
resemble the tall, good-looking, fresh- complexioned young 
man with whom she was at that moment engaged in con- 
versation? It may have been Leonard's fancy, but it 
certainly struck him like a flash that she did when Mrs. 
Morant went on: 

"Oh, and that is my boy Harry talking to her! How 
strange that they should have foregathered!" 

It was perhaps a little strange that Miss Leonard should 
have troubled herself to bestow anything more than a bow 
upon the young man whom somebody had introduced to 
her; for she was accustomed to hold her head somewhat 
high, and she had a large acquaintance, to which she did 
not, as a rule, expect additions to be made without her 
previous consent having been requested and given. But 
something about this Mr. Morant's personality had chanced, 
for no reason that she knew of, to attract her. That he, 
on his side, "was attracted by her she very soon discovered; 
but she was too well accustomed to discoveries of that 
kind to be influenced by them, one way or the other. 
Possibly it was because he was new, and because his 
whole bearing differed slightly from that of the gilded 
youths whose advances had become wearisomely familiar 
to her, that she drew her dress away, as a signal that he 
might sit down beside her, if he liked. The promptitude 
wi^ which he availed himself of her permission and the 
frank admiration in his clear blue eyes speedily showed 
her, as has been said, that she had made one more con- 
quest, and she could, when she chose (she did not often 
dioose) be very friendly and agreeable with her victims. 

Now, there is one quite infallible way, employed in- 
stinctively and successfully by Miss Leonard's sex from 
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time immemorial, of being agreeable to men, young and 
old, which is to talk to them, and induce them to talk, 
about themselves. To this method of making friends 
Hany Morant lent himself without hesitation, and if he 
was a little garrulous, he was also candid, modest and 
refreshingly simple. He was going, he said, rubbing his 
hands gleefully, to be a country gentleman — the very thing 
that he had always longed to be, but had entertained no 
expectation of becoming until he should be long past his 
prime. A rare stroke of luck, however, in the shape af a 
substantial legacy, had enabled him to send in his papers, 
abandon the military career which had no special charms 
for him and take up his residence on the not very extensive 
paternal acres in Dorsetshire. 

"It will be a bit of a squeeze, I expect; we shall just 
manage to do it and no more; but, after all, it isn't as if 
one could live on one's pay in the Army. When I have 
got up farming and pulled things straight, my mother and 
the girls will be better off, living with me, I daresay, than 
they would have been if they liad had to house them- 
selves. And one will get one's hunting and shooting pretty 
chqap, I should think — which will satisfy me. It wouldn't 
satisfy you, I suppose," he went on, with a smiling, inter- 
rogative glance at his companion; "you prefer this sort of 
thing, no doubt" 

"No," she answered; "I am fond of a country life, and 
I spend much more of the year in the country than in 
London. As for what you call this sort of thing, I neither 
like nor dislike it; it is all in the day's work." 

"I should imagine," the young man sagely remarked, 
"that most women would like it" 

"Most women of my age and in my unusually in- 

Zord Leonard, 1 4 
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dependent position, you mean? Perhaps so; but very few 
women of my age have had such a long dose of independ- 
ence as I have. There is no particular satisfaction in 
sitting at the head of the table and receiving people and 
being treated almost as deferentially as if you were married 
when it has been like that ever since you came out. In 
my case, it began to be like that some time before I came 
out; for I had practically no childhood. My mother died 
while I was still in the nursery; I don't even remember 
her." 

Harry stared. He did not know that Lady Leonard 
was dead, although he knew that she had been divorced. 
Was it possible that this beautiful, somewhat discontented- 
looking girl had been kept in ignorance of the latter 
circumstance? Her next words seemed to indicate that 
such was indeed the case. 

"Although I can't remember my mother," said she, "I 
have often missed her. Mothers, somehow, seem to be 
rather irreplaceable sort of persons." 

Her companion nodded. "Oh, yes," he agreed; "I'm 
sure I don't know what would have become of us all with- 
out mine. By the way, has Lord Leonard ever mentioned 
her to you?" 

"Never until this evening, when he thought he re- 
cognised her after she had sung." 

"Hasn't he? Well she has often spoken to me about 
him. She always says he is the very best man she ever 
met in her life." 

Lord Leonard's daughter received this handsome tribute 
with less show of enthusiasm or gratitude than might have 
been anticipated. "My father," she remarked, "is one of 
those men of whom everybody will say, and say quite 
truly, when he dies that he was universally respected." 
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"That," returned her companion sapiently, "sounds as 
if he wasn't universally beloved." 

"It is only nonentities who are, and he isn't a nonentity; 
though I believe he would like to be. However, I should 
imagine that he is much more loved than hated. He gives 
away a great deal of money." 

"Well, but which do you do?" the young fellow some- 
what presumptuously asked. "Love him or hate him? — 
or neither?" 

Miss Leonard laughed. It was the first time that she 
had laughed during their colloquy, and he could not help 
noticing how charmingly mirth transfigured her face. Like 
a sudden outburst of sunlight upon a beautiful, but sombre 
landscape, he thought. 

"Have we known one another quite long enough, Mr. 
Morant," she returned, "for me to tell you that I hate my 
father? Or even that I adore him?" 

"It would be all right for you to say that you adored 
him, I suppose; and even if you owned to doing the other 
thing, it would go no further. I'm as safe as they're made. 
Anyhow," continued Harry, who had inherited, with his 
late father's comeliness, a share of his late father's amiable 
audacity, "I am sure Lord Leonard must adore you." 

Her laugh, this time, was shorter and less light-hearted. 
"Well," she answered, "he certainly gives me a great deal 
of money. Here he comes, with your mother in tow. 
Now I am going to be asked what evenings we have dis- 
engaged, and you are going to be asked which of them 
would suit you for giving us the pleasure of your company 
at dinner." 

Her prediction, after introductory formalities had been 
gone through, was verified; but Lordl Leonard, it appeared. 
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was not satisfied with offering mere London hospitality to 
an old friend. 

"Mrs. Morant has been telling me," he presently an- 
nounced, "that she is on the look-out for a house some- 
where in the country while her own future home is being 
painted and furnished. I was wondering whether Wood- 
side might not answer her purpose." 

Woodside was the name of a pretty little place on the 
Leonard's End estate which had been occupied by the 
late Mrs. Leonard during the last years of her life, and 
which was for the moment untenanted. 

"It will be great luck for us if* Woodside does answer 
Mrs. Morant's purpose," Muriel graciously declared. 

"I can't imagine anything more likely to do so," was 
that lady's smiling response. "How well I remember 
Woodside! — and how I should enjoy seeing all the old 
country once more ! The only question is whether the rent 
would not be beyond our modest powers." 

"Oh, it won't be that," the landlord hastened to assure 
her; "it won't be that. As a matter of fact, I am glad 
enough to have the house aired and inhabited. At all 
events, you might run down and have a look at it one of 
these days." 

Mrs. Morant's thanks were cordially echoed by Harry, 
who, truth to tell, would gladly have paid a higher rent 
than he could afford for the privilege of being temporarily 
established in Miss Leonard's neighbourhood. Meanwhile, 
an early date was agreed upon for him and his mother to 
dine in Grosvenor Place. 

"Was Mrs. Morant ever a very intimate friend of yours?" 
Muriel inquired, on the homeward drive. 

"Yes, I knew Mrs. Morant intimately once upon a 
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time," answered her father. "She is a daughter of old 
General Vyse, whom you may just remember." 

"According to her son, she describes you as the best 
man she has ever met in her life." 

"Indeed? That is not over flattering to the others; 
but I seem to recall her having been a little given to the 
use of superlatives in old days. What she probably means 
is that I was once able to do her a trifling service in years 
gone by." 

He relapsed into his accustomed silence, and Muriel 
asked no further questions — possibly felt no further curiosity. 
But just before stepping out of the carriage she remarked: 

"I rather like that young Mr. Morant. He seems to 
have a way of taking it for granted that people will like 
him which leaves them scarcely any choice," 

"Does he?" asked Leonard absently. "Ah, I daresay 
— I daresay! History repeats itself." 

He could not have been thinking of what he was say- 
ing: his thoughts, indeed, were always apt to stray far 
afield. Assuredly, he scented no possible peril to Muriel, 
whom he had dispassionately studied and whom he 
deemed to be as cold as she was ambitious. 



214 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 



CHAPTER XX. 
ARCHIE THE SECOND. 

Is it really possible to tell a child, or even a young 
girl, that her mother has been an abandoned woman, in 
every sense of that term? Lord Leonard, who under almost 
all conceivable circumstances was for speaking the truth, 
had decided that in Muriel's case this was not possible, 
and the child was, therefore, brought up in the belief that 
he was a widower. Neither her childhood nor her adoles- 
cence could be called happy, notwithstanding the luxuries 
by which she was surrounded^ and the complete liberty 
which, after the death of her stem old grandmother, was 
accorded to her. Quite early in life she found out that 
her father, though invariably kind, was not fond of her, 
while Mrs. Leonard, who could not forgive her her sex, 
treated her with an icy severity which struck terror into 
her very soul. Such playmates as the neighbourhood 
afforded she had; but it so chanced that she became inti- 
mate with none of them, and a succession of governesses 
pronounced her proud, reserved, difficult to influence. She 
grew up with the fixed idea that she was destined to be 
always alone, that she was — through no fault of her own, 
or through some fault which she could not detect — hope- 
lessly unpopular and that, if she had been poor and plain, 
instead of being (as in due season she could not but dis- 
cover that she was) rich and beautiful, nobody would ever 
care to address a second word to her. 

This embittering conviction was not shaken by the 
ultimate advent and attentions of many suitors. She knew, 
or believed she knew, well enough what they wanted, and 
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she also knew that, in the event of her turning the favour- 
able ear which she refused to their addresses, they would 
not get quite as much as they expected. For upon this 
point at least her father had deemed it his duty to be 
explicit. He could dispose of his estates as might seem 
desirable to him, and he wished her to understand that 
she must in no wise count upon inheriting them. A con- 
siderable fortune in money she would obtain when he died; 
but he had relatives — distant ones, it was true, yet male 
relatives — to whom the task of administering a large landed 
property might be more fitly intrusted. No doubt, amongst 
the many young men who wanted to marry Miss Leonard, 
there were some who would have been content to take her 
without a penny, and more who would have been delighted 
to do so upon the certainty of a good income and the 
chance of great wealth; but she rejected one and all, for 
the conclusive reason that they failed to touch her heart 
Her father, who never understood her — and who, it is to 
be feared, did not try very hard to understand her, — 
credited her with a different motive. That she was hard 
and cold her demeanour at home (the mere reflection of 
his own, had he but perceived it!) had rendered evident 
to him; that she set more store than he himself did by 
rank, show, and power she had often avowed in his hear- 
ing. She was waiting, he thought, for some more lofty 
alliance than had as yet offered itself to her, and he saw 
no reason why her desire should not be gratified. If she 
wished to be a duchess, she might very likely become a 
duchess. There was, to be sure, the disadvantage of her 
birth against her; but dukes are not necessarily more 
fastidious about such matters than other people. 

Now, it was true that high worldly station had a cer- 
tain charm, although no very potent one, for Muriel. People 
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who cannot have what they want must perforce seek sub- 
stitutes for the same, and she meant, if she ever married 
at all, to many a man whose name would shed lustre of 
one kind or another upon her. At anyrate, she could not 
contemplate espousing a person of Harry Morant's ob- 
scurity; so, as soon as she saw that the young man was 
beginning to fall more or less seriously in love with her, 
she considerately snubbed him. He was favoured with 
that evidence of the genuine and disinterested liking that 
she had conceived for him after he had dined twice in 
Grosvenor Place and had three or four times contrived to 
encounter Miss Leonard elsewhere. She did not snub him 
with any severity, merely intimating that he was a little in 
the way and that there were other people with whom she 
wished to converse; but he was young enough to take her 
hint so much to heart that he left London without more 
ado. He was wanted down at his own place, the arrival 
of his sisters from abroad set him free, and he was con- 
scious of having made an ass of himself. How could he 
have been so fatuous as to imagine that the interest which^ 
Miss Leonard had seemed to take in him and his affairs 
could mean anything more than that he had momentarily 
amused her! Off he went, therefore, with his ears down, 
and that, apparently, was the last of him. 

For although Mrs. Morant became the wilHng tenant 
of Woodside, although she and her family came into resid- 
ence there early in the summer, and although there was 
a prompt interchange of visits and other civilities between 
the newcomers and their grand neighbours at Leonard's 
End, Harry remained far away in Dorsetshire. "He tells 
me that he has his hands quite full of jobs," his mother 
said, in reply to kind inquiries, "and that we must not 
expect him before we s^e hiip, Of CQurse hp is right. 
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The trade of a country gentleman has to be learnt, like other 
trades, and he can't do better than take it up seriously." 

Muriel was just a little bit disappointed. She had a 
fancy for the young fellow, though she did not desire to 
break his heart, and her life in the country — even when 
the house was full of visitors, as it generally was — was not 
less lonely than her life in London. The two Morant girls, 
'Katie and May, were no acquisition to her. They were 
pretty, sprightly, well educated, and achieved an immediate 
local success; but they evidently preferred the opposite sex 
to their own and they did not, upon the whole, seem worth 
laborious cultivation. As for Archie, the budding Nelson, 
who was restored to his family pending his appointment 
to one of Her Majesty's ships, he was a nice sort of boy; 
but Muriel had never cared much for schoolboys. 

Very different was the impression which this young 
gentleman produced upon her father. From the first day 
of their meeting there sprang up between the pair — divided 
by so vast a gulf of years, situation and temperament — a 
friendship which was destined to stand the test of time, 
and which was based, strangely enough, upon complete 
mutual comprehension. Archie, to be sure, was not dif- 
ficult to understand. Healthy, pleasant-mannered, full of 
vitality and an ardent lover of all games and sports, he 
personified the breed which this country turns out annually, 
and will continue to turn out, let us hope, despite the more 
and more audible growls of those who ignorantly decry the 
prominent place assigned to athletics in our national system 
of training. He was not particularly clever and not at all 
stupid; he spoke the truth, feared nothing and had what 
goes by the name of an instinctive perception of human 
character — although this is not really instinctive, but is the 
result of more or Jess unconscious experience, acquired ^t 
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cricket and football. Being what he was, he could not fail 
to attract Lord Leonard, who, himself in many respects so 
unlike that, had always longed to be like that. His phy- 
sical resemblance to his late father, moreover, was a further 
recommendation to the favour of one who had never for- 
gotten the somewhat misplaced hero-worship of his own 
boyhood, nor ever doubted that Archie the elder had had 
in him the makings of a hero. For the rest, this boy was 
something of an improvement upon the dead Archie, inas- 
much as his features were reminiscent also of Juliet's, and 
there was a suggestion of refinement about them which 
the other's had lacked. The result of close, but furtive, 
scrutiny during a luncheon-party at Leonard's End which 
was the means of first bringing two kindred spirits together 
was that, as soon as the ladies had quitted the room. Lord 
Leonard rose and, walking round the table, laid his hand 
upon his youthful guest's shoulder. 

"What do you think of doing this afternoon?" he asked. 
"Anything particular?" 

The boy glanced quickly at the long, grave countenance 
which many people thought forbidding, and did not appear 
to find it so. "No," he answered, "I don't think there's 
anything particular. I was in hopes that, if there was 
time, I might get in a game of racquets over, at Mapleton; 
but the fellow who asked me to play can't turn up; so 
that's knocked on the head." He added meditatively, "It's 
rather a bore." 

"A great bore," Leonard agreed; "but, as you can't 
play racquets, we must try to manage something else for 
you. Would you care to come out for a ride with me?" 

"I should like it awfully, thanks," answered Archie, 
smiling all over, as only boys and dogs can smile; "but 
I'm not much use on a horse, you know. All the riding 
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Tve ever had in my life was with the Britannia beagles, 
when one of the officers used to lend me his pony some- 
times. And I got chucked twice." 

'*ril put you up on a sober animal who won't chuck 
you," Leonard promised. "I am no great horseman my- 
self; still I daresay I may be able to give you a hint or 
two, if you are not too proud to learn." 

Thus was initiated an intimacy from which Leonard 
derived what was probably the one unmixed satisfaction 
that existence had to give him. His longing to have a 
boy of his own had always been very strong (though not 
quite strong enough to reconcile him to the necessary pre- 
liminary measures), and in Archie he recognised the very 
best available substitute for a joy which could not be his. 
They hit it off exactly from the outset, those two — ^^each, it 
may be, discerning in the other the complement wanting 
to his own mental equipment — and, as one of them sub- 
sequently said, they never, when together, had to bother 
about explaining themselves. Archie, on returning home 
that evening, after the first of many equestrian lessons, 
told his mother and his sisters succinctly that Lord-Leonard 
was "a ripper." It was always a puzzle to Archie that 
his friend should be generally set down as a haughty and 
alarming personage. 

"Ah, that's because you don't know him," he would 
say, in reply to such criticisms. "The truth is that he is 
about the most modest old chap that ever was, in spite of 
his being most awfully clever and a real good sportsman 
into the bargain." 

Well, it is possible, perhaps, to be a good sportsman 
without being either proficient or personally enthusiastic 
in the matter of sport. 

Leonard had, at anyrate, a vicarious enthusiasm with 
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regard to the harmonious working of hand and eye which 
his young ally was admirably qualified to gratify. There 
ensued in those days local cricket-matches wherein Archie 
highly distinguished himself, while at Mapleton, a neigh- 
bouring country house, adjoining which a racquet-court 
had been built by the owner, he easily defeated all op- 
ponents. Leonard used to look on* by the hour in mute 
contentment, enjoying his protegi*s triumphs much more 
than he would have enjoyed a laudatory article upon his 
own poems — which thing, by the way, was denied to him 
throughout his literary career. In the evenings the boy 
and he would walk or ride homewards together, Archie 
chattering most of the time, the older man listening, with 
an occasional laugh, and putting in a word here and there. 
What precisely they saw iu one another amused onlookers 
could not tell; but the spectacle of their friendship was, 
for various reasons, a satisfactory one to everybody, with 
the possible exception of Muriel, to whom this capacity 
for quasi-paternal affection on her father's part came as 
something of a revelation. 

But if Muriel ever sighed for paternal affection (and 
nothing in her manner gave evidence that she did), she 
had at least the consolation of knowing that she inspired 
one person with affection of another and perhaps a warmer 
kind. It was, indeed impossible to feel much doubt as 
to that from the day when Harry, released from the claims 
of agriculture and unable any longer to rest satisfied with 
the poor comfort of cutting off his nose to spite his face, 
joined the family circle at Woodside. With his sisters, he 
became a constant visitor at Leonard's End, which afforded 
the usual country-house pretexts for constant visits, and he 
had so much the air of apologising for having displayed 
temper that Muriel Qould not find it ia her besurt to b^ 
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distant with him. His being so smitten with her was, 
after all, not her doing, nor did she see why she should 
deny herself the pleasure of a companionship which was 
really very pleasant He was, moreover, quite modest, 
giving it to be understood that he had no ambition beyond 
that of being suffered to bast for awhile in the smiles of 
his divinity. So she allowed him to bask, while his mother 
and his sisters, seeing how things were, gave him all the 
opportunities they could. 

"Nothing is likely to come of it; still something may, 
and she will be enormously rich, and he will be none the 
worse off for having had this experience," Mrs. Morant re- 
marked, with middle-aged philosophy and commonsense. 

Late one afternoon Muriel was lazily reclining in a 
wicker chair on a shady grass-plot of the garden, while 
her long-legged adorer sprawled at her feet. They had 
been where they were for the best part of an hour, and 
she had been encouraging him, as she generally did during 
prolonged colloquies which were but tentatively and re- 
spectfully amatory on his part, to expatiate upon the not 
very eventful annals of his past life. The way in which 
he talked about his belongings had ever a great fascination 
for her; for the Morants were an affectionate and mutually 
appreciative family. 

"What good times you seem to have had always!" she 
sighed enviously at length. "How I wish I could change 
places with you!" 

"I shouldn't half mind, I can tell you!" returned the 
young man. "That is," he resumed, after a pause for 
consideration, "I should like nothing better than to change 
places with you for, say, twenty-four hours. What a lot 
we should both know at the end of the time!" 
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"Yes; more than anybody has ever known since the 
world began, or ever will know." 

"We might arrive at the same result by telling one 
another everything," Harry sagely observed. 

"Only it is absolutely certain that we shall not do that. 
It appears to be pretty certain, too, that you recognise the 
advantage of being yourself, since you wouldn't care to 
inhabit my body for more than a day, whereas I should 
be glad to take a permanent lease of yours. It would be 
worth while to be you, if only for the sake of being as 
fond of one's nearest relations as you are of yours." 

"Oh, well," said Harry, "of course one's own people 
are one's own people." He added presently, "But they 
are rather particularly nice people, don't you think so?" 

Muriel laughed. They were very ordinary sort of 
people, by her way of thinking; but she answered: "It is 
particularly nice of you all, anyhow, to have such a sincere 
admiration for one another." 

"You mean, perhaps, that you haven't very much ad- 
miration for your father." 

"Oh, I admire him; there is a good deal to admire 
in him. He doesn't return the compliment, though." 

"Oh, he must, you know!" the young man exclaimed, 
with such obvious honesty that Muriel laughed again. 

"He is considered to be rather eccentric," she re- 
marked; "that may account for the unquestionable fact that 
he doesn't. How do you yourself get on with him?" 

"As well as one can get on with a man who very 
seldom notices that one is there," answered Harry, laugh- 
ing also. "Archie simply swears by him, and I must say 
he has been extraordinarily kind to the boy. The young 
beggar can manage to get round anybody. Though \ 
really don't believe he tries, you know." 
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At this moment the inseparable companions came in 
sight, Lord Leonard's pockets bulging with slain rabbits, 
while Archie, shouldering a gun, swung the body of a 
wood-pigeon in his hand. This trophy he brandished 
triumphantly at his elder brother, calling out: 

"It was a jolly long shot, and he was flying like 
smoke!" He appealed for corroboration to his neighbour, 
who said: 

"It was not an easy shot; but you will find the rocket- 
ing pheasants a good deal harder to bring down, I can tell 
you." 

The boy laughed and shook his head. "Ah, I expect 
I shall be somewhere on the other side of the world by 
the time that you begin to shoot your coverts." He 
glanced at his watch and exclaimed, "Good Lord! Harry, 
do you know what time it is? We must look sharp about 
getting home or we shall catch it! WeVe got to dine 
early to-night," he explained, for Muriel's benefit, "because 
my sisters have made up a party to go over to Alston 
Chase by moonlight. Rather rot, I call it; but I suppose 
that sort of thing amuses them. I say, are you coming to 
look on at our cricket -match to-morrow?" he continued, 
turning, with easy familiarity, to Leonard, who answered: 

"Well, I was thinking of it. Can I drive you up? I 
will be at the lodge with a dogcart at eleven o'clock, if 
that will suit you." 

"Right oh!" answered Archie. "Wait for me if you're 
there first." 

He took his elder brother by the arm, unceremoniously 
cutting short the latter's adieux, and Muriel was left to 
contemplate in amused curiosity the benevolent smile with 
which her father gazed at the retreating pair. Had any* 
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body ever before, she wondered, addressed the unapproach- 
able Lord Leonard in the style adopted by this brat? 

"Your young friend seems to be pretty well pleased 
with himself," she remarked. 

Leonard started out of a day-dream. "Eh? — pleased 
with himselP He isn't in the least conceited, if that is 
what you mean; but a beginner has some right to be 
pleased when he has killed eight rabbits with ten car- 
tridges. Really there is nothing that that boy can't do!" 

"Unless he is very unlike other boys and other young 
men, it will not be long before he does some things which 
would be better left undone," Muriel drily and a little un- 
kindly observed. 

Leonard looked distressed. "Do you think so? Well, 
perhaps so. Oh, yes; human nature is what it is, and the 
thing that hath been, it is that which shall be in scBcula 
scBculorum, Nevertheless, Archie starts favourably handi- 
capped, seeing that he has all the instincts of a gentle- 
man. What more can one desire for him, or do for him, 
or give him?" 

He sighed and moved slowly towards the house, his 
hands clasped behind his back. It was evident that his 
daughter's hint had given a grave turn to his reflections, 
and it was also evident that he had not so much as taken 
note of the circumstance that he had surprised his daughter 
in confidential conversation with a youth who was at least 
as likely as not to prove one of her numerous suitors. 
Not even the present chronicler, who yields to no man in 
esteem and appreciation of the late Lord Leonard, can 
affirm of him that he was either a fond or a watchful 
father. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 
A HEAVEN-SENT MIRACLE. 

It was, perhaps, hardly possible for Lord Leonardos 
feelings to be other than what they were with regard to 
one who, he was almost sure, had none of his blood in 
her veins, and who, it must be owned, had from her child- 
hood manifested very little affection for him. He had 
endeavoured, not altogether successfully, to be just to 
Muriel, he had likewise endeavoured, with results some- 
what more tangible, to be kind to her; but — she was her 
mother's daughter. He accepted the fact that she was 
also ostensibly his daughter, bom in lawful wedlock, and 
he had long ago decided that it was no part of his duty 
to make known to anybody else misgivings which he him- 
self could not but entertain. Eventually, no doubt, she 
would marry, and from what he knew of her, he was per- 
suaded that she would marry well, in a worldly sense. 
Suitable settlements would then be made, while at his 
death she would come into a large fortune. He had al- 
ways, however — for some reason not very clearly defined 
in his own mind — disliked the idea of her inheriting the 
Leonard estates* What he said, and half thought, was 
that men were better qualified than women to hold authority 
over landed property; what he secretly felt was that cer- 
tain collaterals belonged, even if remotely, to the old stock. 
But he had as yet made no will in favour of any of them; 
he only reserved— -doing so verbally and explicitly, in order 
to avert possible future disappointment — the right to dis- 
pose of his lands as might seem to him fit. 

Lord Leonard, '5 
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^The first time that it came into his head to make 
young Archie Morant his heir he dismissed the idea with 
a laugh, as a fantastic, albeit attractive one; but it re- 
curred to him at more and more frequent intervals, and 
on each occasion he asked himself less and less hesitat- 
ingly why he should not Had the boy been his own son, 
he could not have been fonder of him; those distant kins- 
men had, of course, not the shadow of a claim to suc- 
ceed him, and the adoption of an heir is, after all, no 
unprecedented act on the part of wealthy and childless 
men. He would have sounded Mrs. Morant upon the 
subject, if she had been a little more like the Juliet of 
old days; but with Mrs. Morant his relations had, by force 
of circumstances, become rather formally friendly, while he 
himself was still far too like the Leonard of old days to 
be confidential without a good deal of leading on. So he 
held his peace for the present, weighing pros and cons, 
with an increasing bias towards the pros. 

Archie had what he himself contentedly described as 
"a real good slack time" that summer. He was not par- 
ticularly fond of work, nor was he, pending orders to pro- 
ceed afloat, required to do any. On the other hand, he 
thoroughly enjoyed play, and this was provided for him 
in a measure which satisfied his soul. The one point on 
which his tastes did not entirely accord with those of 
his mature playmate was that he had not all the latter's 
enthusiasm for salt water. 

"Ah, that's because you haven't got to do it," he 
shrewdly remarked, when Leonard, regretting this, said 
how gladly he would spend the remainder of his own days 
at sea. "I shouldn't half mind taking your billet, I can 
tell you! It would suit me down to the ground to lead 
the sort of life that you lead." 
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"Ah, that's because you haven't got to do it," re- 
turned Leonard, laughing. "Still, I daresay the life might 
suit you better than it does me, and I am quite sure that 
you would discharge some of the duties belonging to it 
better than I do. All the same, I am sorry that the sea 
doesn't appeal to you; for I can't ask you now to join 
me on a short yachting cruise — it won't last more than a 
fortnight at the outside — which I had some thought of 
proposing." 

"Oh, I'll go with you like a shot, if you'll ask me," 
the boy declared at once. "I should like it most aw- 
fully." 

It was indeed true that he was willing to go anywhere 
or do anything with this elderly chum of his, who had 
quite won his heart; yet credit must be allowed him for 
an unselfishness and a quick sympathy by no means usual 
at his age. He was really glad to have an opportunity of 
making some sort of return for innumerable kindnesses, and 
he was aware (although he had never been told so) that 
what Lord Leonard liked best in the world was a brief 
holiday from home. 

So they went down to Southampton together and, em- 
barking on board the old yawl, which repeated repairs 
and alterations had converted into a practically new one, 
slipped along the south-western coast, propelled by light 
breezes, as far as Fowey and Falmouth and Penzance and 
the Scilly Islands. Such abrupt departures on Lord Leo- 
nard's part were tolerably frequent and involved no dis- 
turbance of domestic arrangements. Muriel was as ac- 
customed to receive invited guests without the paternal 
countenance as they were to be so received; it had long 
been an understood thing that she should be free to make 
her own plans, and that her father, provided that he him- 

15* 
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self was not interfered with, had no desire to interfere 
either with her or with them. 

The system had its advantages, as well as its draw- 
backs. Amongst the latter was an occasional overwhelm- 
ing sense of solitude which at that time was reheved only 
by the society of Harry Morant. Naturally and inevitably, 
Muriel grew more and more fond of one whose devotion 
to her was, she really believed, free from any taint of 
greed and whose attentions were in such marked contrast 
with those of the other young men to whom she had to 
show a hostess's civility; but she did not want, and did 
not mean, to become too fond of him. She knew herself 
well enough to know that she was not fitted to be the 
wife of a small country squire. The luxuries and gran- 
deurs to which she was habituated might not be worth 
much as a substitute for happiness; yet, such as they were, 
she was disinclined to relinquish them. Her whole train- 
ing and experience, together with something of her father's 
determination to be blinded by no illusions, had led her 
to the somewhat melancholy conviction that only the ma- 
terial is real. Consequently, the day arrived when there 
was obviously nothing for it but to give Harry a second 
dose of the cold shoulder. 

"It's about time for me to get out of this," the young 
man gloomily announced to his mother, after a short course 
of the above treatment; "I shall be ofif home." 

"Why do you say that, Harry?" Mrs. Morant asked, 
looking up from the embroidery upon which she was 
engaged. 

"As if you didn't know!" he returned, with a rueful 
laugh. 

Mrs. Morant's children had few, if any, secrets from 
her; for she had been a good mother to them, and her 
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comforting, commonsense sympathy was always at their 
service. Of this she now gave evidence by remarking: 

"Nothing venture nothing have. The truth is, my dear 
boy, that you are aiming rather high, and you must not 
expect to have eveiything made quite smooth and easy 
for you. But at least I wouldn't, if 1 were you, run away 
without having declared myself." 

"How do you know that I haven't?" Harry retorted. 

"Well, I think you would have told me if you had 
been rejected. It isn't certain that you will be reject.ed; 
though I won't raise your hopes by denying that it is pro- 
bable. What anybody can see is that the girl likes you. 
Oh, you needn't shake your head; she unquestionably 
likes you, and she may do more, notwithstanding her re- 
luctance, which is just as visible and unquestionable, |to 
marry a mere commoner. Anyhow, you can be none the 
worse off for asking her." 

"But she won't give me the chance." 

"If that is all, I will take care that you get the chance," 
answered Mrs. Morant, laughing. "I will ask her to come 
to tea with me, and she can't, or at anyrate she won't re- 
fuse to let you see her home. Of course she will be told 
that you are upon the point of leaving us, and of course 
she will understand why. Don't be over confident; but 
don't despair either. She must be hesitating a little, or 
she would have sent you about your business long ago." 

Mrs. Morant was as good as her word, and tactfully 
created the desired situation. She could, however, do no 
more than lead her horses to the water, and Muriel, walk- 
ing slowly homewards from Woodside on a sultry summer 
evening, with Harry for her escort, was firmly purposed 
not to drink. Muriel had wit enough to perceive what 
lay designedly in store for her, wit enough to acquiesce 
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without demur in the unavoidable, wit enough also (or at 
all events she hoped so) to prevent her companion from 
saying things which she did not wish him to say. That 
she did not intend to accept him, while anxious to escape 
the necessity of explicitly refusing him, was a mental atti- 
tude which he might have deemed significant, had he 
been inade aware af it. 

But, naturally, he was not made aware of it. All that 
was rendered perceptible to him was that the news of his 
impending departure was neither welcome nor the reverse 
to Miss Leonard, and that she was kindly desirous of 
sparing him discomfiture. He said as much as he could, 
in the face of her bland determination to ignore his mean- 
ing, and it was only a sort of wilful longing to hear the 
worst and have done with it that prompted him at length 
to exclaim: 

"I suppose you wouldn't care two straws if you never 
saw me again, would you?" 

"I should be very sorry if I thought that we should 
never meet again," she tranquilly replied; "but you must 
excuse me for not shedding tears over that imaginary and 
unlikely prospect" 

"It isn't a bit unlikely," the young man declared. 
"Your world and mine are as far apart as if they had 
the Atlantic Ocean between them; all we have to do is to 
stay at home, both of us." 

"Only nobody ever does stay at home nowadays." 

**I shall. Perhaps if 1 hadn't been an ass, I should 
have stayed at home this summer; but I daresay you know 
why I didn't." 

"Well, you came here to see your mother and your 
sisters, I presume." 

"No, I came here to see you, Miss Leonard — and I 
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should have done better to remain away, shouldn't I? Not 
that it would have made so much difiference if I had; for 
I don't love you a bit the less on account of your despising 
me, and I never shall." 

Muriel, thus brought to bay, answered slowly: "I 
don't despise you; I like you very much indeed, and really 
that is more than I could say about any other man of my 
acquaintance — " 

"Oh! is it?" he interrupted, snatching eagerly at an 
avowal which would have discouraged him if he had been 
a few years older. 

"Yes; but in your case that is not enough. It might 
be, and I daresay it will be, in somebody else's case. It 
is true, you see, that we inhabit different worlds, and be- 
fore one can make up one's mind to cross an ocean one 
must — well, in plain language, one must be in love. Don't 
you think so yourself?" 

He nodded despondently. "Yes, I suppose it has to 
be that or nothing. I won't bother you any more, then; 
only I should hke, just as my last word to you, to say that 
I shall never change and never forget. There .wouldn't, 
of course, be much use in my trying to convince you that 
you won't find liking enough in the case of anybody." 

Being already convinced of that, she certainly did not 
think that much was to be gained by arguing the ques- 
tion; yet, for the sake of multiplying last words, she pro- 
longed the walk and the conversation. They sauntered 
on through meadow and woodland, discussing an ancient 
problem as to which all the world is really of one mind, 
and although they were in substantial agreement, they 
differed sufficiently for purposes of verbal controversy. It 
seems to be incontestable that many loveless marriages, or 
marriages in which the love is all on one side, turn out 
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well; only they have no business to turn out well, and the 
fact that they do must be regarded by right-minded per- 
sons either as an uncovenanted mercy or as a proof that 
the divine spark in human nature is liable to facile anni- 
hilation. Harry, holding sound premisses, had a little the 
best of the debate; but Muriel scored when she gently 
pointed out that what he urged was conclusive as against 
her marrying him. It might, she acknowledged, be equally 
conclusive as against her marrying at all, but for the cir- 
cumstance that . she was not particularly happy at home 
and the further circumstance that, in the way of a partial 
equivalent for happiness, high social position chanced to 
appeal to her. 

"In other words," said he at length, "you only refuse 
me because I am not a distinguished personage. And 
the worst of it is that I can't possibly hope to distinguish 
myself!" 

"Not from one moment to another, I am afraid," she 
agreed, smiling. 

Opportunity, however, may come at any moment, and 
hardly had she spoken when an excellent chance of dis- 
tinguishing- —or, failing that, of extinguishing — himself was 
granted by the Fates to Harry Morant There was be- 
tween Woodside and Leonard's End a certain deep rail- 
way cutting along which cross-country pedestrians, defiant 
of the Company's regulations, were wont to walk for a 
matter of fifty yards or so. It was a dangerous thing to 
do, for the line took a sharp curve at that point; but both 
Muriel and her present interlocutor had done it often with 
impunity, and now, being foolishly engrossed in scrutiny 
of one another's features, they had their senses less on the 
alert than the situation demanded. On a sudden came 
the roar of an approaching train; on a sudden the engine, 
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travelling at full speed, was so close upon them that Harry 
had but just time to snatch the girl out of the jaws of 
death with such violence that she staggered helplessly 
backwards, while he himself, missing his footing, fell, as it 
seemed to her in that moment of horror and anguish, 
directly beneath the flying wheels. 

The whole thing was over and the express out of sight 
in an instant; but the young man did not rise. As a matter 
of fact, the train had not touched him, nor had anything 
worse befallen him than a blow on the back of the head 
— possibly from a dislodged stone — by which he was par- 
tially stunned. Muriel, however, in her agitation and dis- 
may, took it for granted that he had been killed and flung 
herself despairingly upon her knees beside his motionless 
body. 

"Oh, my darling!" she cried. 

Harry sat up, rubbed his head and laughed a little 
tremulously. "By Jove!" said he, "that was rather a 
narrow squeak, wasn't it? Suppose we get out of this 
before another train comes and makes mincemeat of our 
remains?" 

The suggestion was excellent and the anticlimax a trifle 
ludicrous; but Muriel, acting promptly upon the one, was 
as yet too overjoyed and too thankful to be perturbed by 
the other. As soon as she had assisted her companion, 
who seemed somewhat unsteady on his legs, to a place of 
safety beneath the trees on the opposite slope she ex- 
claimed anxiously: 

"But you are hurt! — you are bleeding dreadfully! Oh, 
how is it that you were not killed?" 

"I can't think!" he answered, laughing again. "Some- 
thing hit me and knocked me silly for a moment; but it 
couldn't have been the engine, or my head would hardly 
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be upon my shoulders now. Don't be alarmed; Pm as 
right as possible. A little bit of a cut, that's all." 

He might have added that he had received ample 
compensation for a far worse wound; but he felt a sort of 
compunction about taking advantage of what had never 
been meant to reach his ears, and it was not until the 
flow of blood had been stopped and he had submitted to 
have his head tied up with pocket-handkerchiefs that he 
ventured to look questioningly into Muriel's eyes. 

She met his gaze shyly, rather shamefacedly, but with- 
out flinching. 

"Well," she murmured, "I suppose you heard what I 
said when I thought you were dead." 

He nodded, the colour rising into his cheeks. "Yes, 
I heard. Did you mean it?" 

"Oh," she returned, half-laughing, half-crying, "does 
one say such things unless one means them? I couldn't 
have said it, or anything like it — I couldn't have meant it, 
or anything like it — ten minutes ago; but now I know, and 
you know! We needed nothing short of a hideous disaster, 
it seems, to enlighten us." 

"A hideous disaster!" echoed her exultant lover. "So 
you call this a hideous disaster, do you? I call it a 
Heaven-sent miracle!" 

By whatever name it might be called — and circum- 
stances, unknown to either of them, rendered it less easy 
to classify than they supposed — it had the immediate effect 
of bringing them unmixed happiness. 

"Of course I have loved you all along," Muriel de- 
clared, when mutual queries had begun to follow demon- 
strations which spoke for themselves; "but if you will be- 
lieve me — will you believe me, I wonder? — I really didn't 
know it until just now. I thought I could do very well 
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without you; I was insane enough to think that I couldn't 
do without all sorts of worthless things." 

"Aire you sure that you can?" Harry anxiously asked. 
"Are you sure that you won't regret all you will have to 
give up?" 

"I am quite sure," she answered, in a voice which 
carried conviction with it, "that I shall regret nothing so 
long as I have you. I would gladly live with you in a 
labourer's cottage. But we shall not have to do that, and 
I shall not come to you empty-handed; although I am less 
of a catch than is generally supposed. I can't tell you — 
because he has never told me — who my father's successor 
at Leonard's End is to be; but he has told me, almost in 
so many words, that I shall not be his successor. Do you 
mind?" 

"Mind! — as if I should be likely to mind! He is 
welcome, so far as I am concerned, to keep every posses- 
sion he has in the world to himself, except one. How 
about that one, though? Won't he be rather unwilling to 
hand it over to a nobody like me?" 

"You need not feel the least uneasiness on that score," 
Muriel smilingly assured her lover; "I can safely promise 
that any husband whom I may choose will have my father's 
approval. He doesn't, you see, value me quite as highly 
as you do." 

"That is so extraordinary of him!" Harry could not 
help remarking. "Not that I quarrel with his insensibility; 
I am only too glad if it makes him give me all I shall 
ever ask of him. Still — you are his only child, you know." 

"My unpardonable offence consists, perhaps, exactly in 
my being his only child. I have sometimes thought so, 
and that if I had a brother, he would care for me more 
than he does. But it doesn't matter now. I don't want 
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his love. I have yours, which is more than enough for me. 
Oh, I wonder whether you understand in the least what 
it means to roe to love you and be loved by you!" 

It may be conjectured that he did not; although, after 
the manner of reserved persons, she laid her whole heart 
as bare as she could to him, now that he had won it. All 
her life long she had been hungering and thursting for 
what she had believed to be unattainable. Suddenly, lo 
and behold! the unattainable had been attained, and per- 
haps what rejoiced her most was less the discovery of her 
betrothed's disinterestedness than that of her own. A 
Heaven-sent miracle had indeed been worked, it seemed 
to her, through the prosaic medium of a railway train. 
"And to think that I was upon the verge of dismissing 
you finally!" she exclaimed, aghast. 

"Well, there is no fear of your ever doing that now," 
Harry contentedly remarked. 

"Absolutely none! I can imagine nothing, except your 
own expressed wish, that could induce me to part with 
you now." 



CHAPTER XXn. 
ATROPOS. 

Nothing is more infuriating than to the brought within 
an ace of innocently causing a fellow-creature's death, and 
the enginedriver of the train which so nearly made an 
end of Harry Morant and Muriel Leonard had some power- 
fully-worded remarks to make to his mate respecting the 
undeserved escape of that heedless couple. Doubtless he 
would have expressed himself with greater deference, as 
well as more dismay, had he been a local man, and had 
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he been aware that amongst the passengers behind him 
were the father of the young lady and the brother of the 
young gentleman whom he was freely cursing. Leonard 
and Archie, homeward bound after their nautical ex- 
periences, were engaged in conversation when they swept 
through the cutting, and were thus spared the emotion of 
witnessing what they might easily have seen if they had 
been looking out. 

"Well, Fve applied for the China station," Archie was 
saying, "and I ought, with any luck, to be sent there. 
Mother has written to one of the old boys at the Admiralty 
whom she knows, and I believe he is going to do what 
he can for me." 

"China is a long way off," Leonard remarked. 

"Yes; but if you aren't going to get any home leave, 
you might as well be out there as in the Mediterranean, 
where there isn't half as much sport to be had and a lot 
more drill and fuss. Besides, one never knows what may 
turn up in the far East. I suppose we're pretty well bound 
to have a row with Russia one of these fine days, aren't we?" 

"I see no immediate prospect of such a calamity, and 
perhaps you will allow me to add that I don't very much 
want you to be killed by the Russians." 

"Oh, well," said the boy, "one must take one's chance 
of that. Why shouldn't I get a V.C. and come home 
covered with glory? The fact of the matter is," he con- 
tinued, "that unless a fellow has lots of brains — which I 
haven't — or drops in for a bit of active service, the Navy 
is rather rot. It means spending the best year? of your 
life in more or less beastly places and being shelved when 
you are still too young to do nothing and too old to take 
up anything else." 

"You aren't very enthusiastic about your profession," 
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Leonard remarked, with a smile and a sigh; "not half as 
enthusiastic as I should have been in your place. You 
wouldn't much mind being out of the Navy, would you?" 

"Rather not! That is, if I could come into a huge 
property, as you did, and amuse myself as you might, if 
you cared about that sort of thing." 

Leonard liked to hear him make such speeches, and 
often led him on to make them. Nevertheless, to adopt 
a lad of Archie's age and, for the mere selfish pleasure of 
enjoying his society, to condemn him to an indefinite 
period of virtual idleness seemed scarcely prudent, scarcely 
justifiable. He dallied with the temptation, told himself 
that he must neither yield to it nor mention it without 
having at least consulted the boy's mother, and stopped 
short at hints which might or might not be comprehen- 
sible to his young friend's intelligence. 

"I might have been a Rear- Admiral to-day, if I had 
been able to stick to it," he presentiy resumed. "The 
worst of being a square peg in a round hole is that one 
doesn't, and can't, reach any corresponding rank in one's 
own calling. I have always rather hated mine; though I 
could make shift to put up with it, perhaps, if I had 
somebody besides myself to consider." 

"Oh, yes, I know," Archie sympathetically agreed — for 
indeed Leonard and he were by this time intimate enough 
to have few secrets from one another — "You ought to have 
had a son, and it's too bad that you haven't That'll be 
all right though; it will come to much the same thing 
when Miss Leonard marries, you know." 

"I think not. I think my daughter will probably many 
some man who has estates of his own and won't requke 
mine." 

"I'll tell you what I wish she would do," said Archie, 
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with a laugh; "I wish she'd take my brother Harry. Then 
I should be Hke one of the family, shouldn't I? — and we 
could have high old times when I came home on leave." 

*'I think we may take it as certain that she will not 
do that." 

"Don't you be too sure!" returned the boy, rubbing 
his hands and chuckling; "I should think twice before I 
laid odds against it myself. Oh, you don't see things; 
you haven't noticed. But everybody else has, and in a 
letter I had from Katie the other day she said she wouldn't 
be a bit surprised, after all, if — " 

He stopped short, startled by Leonard's sudden pallor 
and stare of horrified amazement "I say," he stammered 
penitently, "I'm awfully sorry if you don't like it! What 
an ass I am! I didn't think you would mind." 

Leonard shuddered, feeling like a somnambulist who 
wakes to find his feet on the verge of a precipice. It was 
only too true that he had not seen, had not noticed, what 
any sane man ought to have thought of and guarded 
against, as at least possible. But he had been so absolutely 
persuaded in his own mind that Muriel would never biestow 
her hand or her affections upon the like of Harry Morant I 
Even now, after the first momentary shock, he could not, 
though unable to exonerate himself, believe that there was 
any real danger. 

"You rather took my breath away, that was all," he 
said, forcing a laugh. "I won't deny that I should be 
distressed if my daughter had taken a fancy to Harry; 
there are — well, there are objections to him for which he 
is not in any way responsible, but which would put him 
quite out of the question. I hope and think, though, that 
you and your sister have discovered a mare's-nest." 

Archie made no rejoinder. He was certain of his facts. 
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sony that a scheme which had struck him as agreeable 
and promising was not to come off, a little sony also for 
his elder brother who seemed destined to disappointment 
But he had not yet arrived at the age when disappoint- 
ments of that nature acquire a tragic importance, nor was 
his temperament an inquisitive one. With a tact and 
wisdom worthy of his elders, and seldom practised by 
them, he simply changed the subject. 

Leonard, by the time that he had reached Woodside, 
whither he drove from the station, in order to restore his 
young charge to the maternal embraces, had well-nigh 
shaken off the cold terror which had temporarily taken 
possession of him. He would, of course, take precautions, 
should these prove necessary; but he was more and more 
inclined to rely upon MuriePs unemotional nature and as- 
certained hankering after worldly prominence. Meanwhile, 
he had other and pleasanter matters for reflection, which 
he could not resist tentatively mentioning to Mrs. Morant, 
who was discovered all by herself beneath a cedar-tree on 
the lawn, and who made him sit down beside her, whilst 
Archie started off in pursuit of the girls. 

"Oh, yes, I shall miss the boy horribly when he is 
sent to sea," he confessed, in answer to some remark of 
hers. "So horribly that I sometimes wonder whether it 
would be a very foolish and unprincipled thing to snatch 
him away from his profession altogether and plant him 
down at Leonard's End, in the character of a youth with 
expectations. What do you think?" 

Mrs. Morant dropped her embroidery upon her knees, 
removing the glasses which she had recently found indis- 
pensable, and which were really the only visible betrayal 
of her years; for she was a well-preserved woman. "What 
do you mean?" she asked. 
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"Well, not quite as much as I say, perhaps," Leonard 
answered, laughing a little nervously. "It is just one of 
those dreams in which solitary men, I daresay, often in- 
dulge, and I need not tell you that I have never breathed 
a word to Archie upon the subject. But — there it is, you 
see. I am alone, I am rich; it would be the easiest thing 
in the world for me, subject to your consent, to provide 
for Archie without wronging anybody. Only you might, 
and very likely you would, withhold your consent Added 
to whidi, there is the question of whether it makes for 
any young man's happiness to be deprived of compulsory 
work." 

Mrs. Morant, whose means were both restricted and 
precarious, and whose sleep was sometimes interfered with 
by thoughts of her children's future, pondered in some 
perplexity the prospect thus unexpectedly held out to her. 
As an offer, it was not to be lightly rejected; yet the com- 
monsense of which she had all her life had a sufficient 
supply warned her against the danger of sacrificing sub- 
stances to shadows, and she shrank from committing all 
that she was asked to commit to the good will and plea- 
sure of one whom she deemed (so httle, after all, did 
she understand the man!) to be capricious, as well as 
queer. What if he should tire of Archie? — or if the boy 
should offend him? Nobody knew better than Mrs. Morant 
that boys and young men are apt to make heavy claims 
upon the forbearance of their seniors. So she said: 

"It is most kind and generous of you, and I don't 
know how to thank you enough" — 

"Good gracious I there's no question of thanks being 
due to me," Leonard interpolated. 

"But I do think that a life of idleness is dangerous in 

Lord Leonard, 1 6 
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a hundred ways. If, when Archie is a little older, you 
still feel the same interest in him, and if you were in- 
clined, for instance, to remember him in your will" — 

"Oh, that's done; he will get something when I die, 
in any case. But I may live for ever so long. A short 
time ago I fancied that there was something wrong with 
my heart; but the doctors failed to discover any organic 
mischief." 

"Well, you need not apologise," said Mrs. Morant, 
laughing; "nobody wants you to die." 

"I really don't think that anybody, with the possible 
exception of Archie, wants me to live; but that is not the 
point What I mean is that his leaving the Navy would 
not necessarily entail idleness; for the heir to large estates 
can always find plenty to do. Especially when the exist- 
ing tenant for life asks nothing better than to effect a 
partial and gradual abdication in his favour. I am astonish- 
ing you, I see. Yet nothing short of making him my heir 
could justify the suggestion that I am submitting to you. 
It is not really such an extravagant suggestion as it may 
sound; I have at present no heir, you must remember." 

"But, my dear Lord Leonard, you have your daughter!" 

"Muriel will be substantially rich, happen what may. 
I recognise her claims; but I have never recognised, nor 
has she been led to believe, that succession to the family 
estates is one of them." 

"No? But — why not?" Mrs. Morant asked wonderingly. 

She, of all people in the world, should surely have 
been able to answer that question for herself! But, if 
she could not or would not, he could hardly enHghten 
her. 

"I have my reasons," he rather drily replied. "Any- 
how, you may take it for granted that I shall be succeeded 
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either by your son or by a far-away cousin of mine, with 
whom I am barely acquainted. Which shall it be?" 

"What an unfair question to put to a mother!" pro- 
tested Mrs. Morant. "It stands to reason that I must wish 
my sons to do well for themselves; I can't be an impartial 
judge in such a matter." 

Her use of the plural number reminded him that she 
had two sons, reminding him also, most unpleasantly, of 
what he had almost contrived to forget. Could she be so 
oblivious of the past as to cherish in her heart a project 
of which the bare idea ought to have horrified her as much 
as it had him? After staring at her for a moment in frown- 
ing interrogation, he made up his mind to say point-blank: 

"It has occun*ed to me — or rather, the notion has 
been insinuated to me — that your eldest boy has an ad- 
miration for Muriel. I trust that that is a false alarm." 

"I think everybody must admire your daughter," an- 
swered Mrs. Morant, who in all honesty did not under- 
stand her companion's sudden and stem change of tone; 
"if my poor Harry were one of her victims, it would not 
be so very surprising, would it? I don't say that he is, 
and of course I know that he cannot be what you would 
consider a suitable match for her — " 

"An impossible match!" interrupted Leonard almost 
fiercely — "an utterly impossible match!" 

Mrs. Morant was a little affronted. If she had a 
favourite amongst her children, it was her firstborn, and 
she really could not see why, if Archie was deemed worthy 
of becoming Lord Leonard's heir, his elder brother should 
be scouted in the capacity of that eccentric nobleman's 
son-in-law. She took her revenge by remarking coldly 
that, in that case, there was of course no more to be said, 
and by reverting to the original subject of discussion, with 

i6* 
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regard to which she showed a less amenable spuit than 
before. 

"My feeling about it," she presently said, "is that, for 
the present anyhow, Archie had better be left to pursue 
the career which he has hardly begun. I gather that you 
want me to give him up to you altogether, which I am 
naturally disinclined to do, and although I should be sorry 
to stand in his light, I am not convinced that he would 
be a gainer in the long run by being taken away from his 
own family and converted into a nominal heir who, from 
the nature of the circumstances, must always be liable to 
find himself disinherited. Then, too — frivolous as such 
an objection may seem to you — I can't help fearing that 
the kind of existence that you propose might be a little 
dull for him." 

Leonard did not think that objection frivolous. It was, 
indeed, precisely the objection to which he himself was 
most alive, and, notwithstanding the complete mutual satis- 
faction with which he and Arche had hitherto consorted 
together, he was aware that there is a vast difference be- 
tween holiday times and the normal condition of things. 
He was, moreover, as he had always been, very easily 
snubbed, very ready to withdraw into his shell at a hint 

"Probably you are right," he concluded; "it would be 
needless, and it might prove disastrous, to make any im- 
mediate change. Archie's eventual acquisition of my estates 
does not, after all, depend upon his abandoning his pro- 
fession at once; the idea of his doing so was only the 
dream of a lonely man — a rather selfish one, no doubt I 
am sure I may depend upon you to say nothing about it" 

He reached home, not long afterwards, to find Muriel 
laboriously entertaining a couple of dowagers, who seemed 
disinclined to go and dress for dinner, notwithstanding the 
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summons of a warning gong and their hostess's visible 
anxiety to get rid of them. Other guests — young men 
and maidens for the most part — were hanging about and 
gradually dispersing. The house appeared to be pretty 
well filled; but indeed it seldom was anything else; for its 
owner, as has been mentioned, was conditionally hospitable. 
He was also invariably courteous, if a trifle distant in his 
manner, and he now walked round, saying something civil 
to everybody, until the room emptied itself. Then, with 
a sigh of relief, Muriel exclaimed : 

"This just gives me time to tell you something which 
you had better be told before dinner! You will be glad 
to hear that I am going to be married at last." 

It may safely be said that there had never until then 
been a day on which he would not have been glad to 
receive this preliminary announcement or would have felt 
any misgivings with regard to the sequel; but now he 
drew in his breath sharply, while his eyes became dilated 
with alarm. 

"You are going to be married!" he echoed. "To 
whom?" 

"You would never guess," answered Muriel, whose face 
and voice struck him as oddly softened; "you think, I 
know, that I should have married before this if I had not 
wanted to secure some exceptionally brilliant personage 
for a husband. You are quite right; that is exactly what 
I did want. But I suppose I must be a greater fool than 
either you or I supposed; for I have accepted Harry 
Morant for the simple and absurd reason that I love him." 

Her father's air of blank dismay took her by surprise. 
She knew that nobody cared less than he did about social 
prominence, she was aware (for she had read his poems 
and admired some of them, though she never told him 
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so) that he was at heart a good deal of a sentimentalist, 
and she had counted upon his sympathy. Twice he 
opened his lips; but, as no word proceeded from them, 
she said interrogatively at last: 

"You don't approve?" 

"I am very sorry," answered Leonard rather hoarsely, 
"to be compelled to tell you that I do not. I must go 
further than that and add that I cannot allow you to marry 
young Morant." 

The girl's face hardened and her chin thrust itself 
slightly forward. "But I am going to marry him," she 
announced, in a quiet, resolute voice. 

Leonard shook his head. "No, my dear Muriel, you 
are not going to do that; for the thing cannot be. You 
will naturally and reasonably ask why it cannot be; but 
the only reply that I have it in my power to give you is 
that there is a reason and a conclusive one. Will you 
accept my word for that?" 

"Certainly not without hearing the reason." 

"Not even if I assure you upon my honour that it exists, 
that you could not help recognising it as conclusive and that 
I only withhold it in order to spare you unnecessary pain?" 

"No, not even upon the strength of that assurance. 
How can you tell that I should recognise it as conclusive? 
I don't believe I should. One thinks of the few obstacles 
which are generally considered to be more or less insuper- 
able — some inherited disease, some taint of insanity in his 
family, some entanglement of his which has come to your 
ears, probably in a perverted form? None of these things 
would stop me." 

Leonard sighed, he could not but feel that the girl had 
every right to insist upon an explanation; yet — what was 
he to do, save silently and obstinately to forbid the banns? 
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For the moment, at an3rrate, he could do no more, since 
there was not time. 

"We must talk it over," he said. "Come to me in my 
room when all these people have gone to bed, and I will 
try to convince you that I only thwart you because I have 
absolutely no choice. You will believe, at anyrate, that I 
should very much prefer to let you have your own way 
and that I would not for the world prevent you from mak- 
ing a marriage of affection, if I could help it." 



CHAPTER XXin. 
ADIEU, LOVE. 

The room on the ground floor where the late Mrs. 
Leonard had of yore been wont to transact business con- 
nected with the management of the estate, and which was 
now utilised by her son for the same purpose, as well as for 
that of literary composition, was very seldom entered by 
Muriel. She crossed its threshold, with a beating heart 
but a composed countenance, shortly before midnight, not 
having until then been able to shake off the more dilatory 
of her guests. What was she about to hear? Something 
serious, something distressing, no doubt; yet surely nothing 
that could prevail upon her to break with the only man in 
the world who had won her love! All through the long even- 
ing her imagination had been busy; but it had suggested to 
her no circumstance or chain of circumstances which must of 
necessity entail such a catastrophe as that. So, although she 
was apprehensive, she was determined, while her father, 
whom she found pacing restlessly to and fro, with an un- 
lighted cigar between his lips, gave her the impression of 
being at least equally nervous and a good deal less resolute. 
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This, however, was a mistake. He also had for some 
hours past been mentally reviewing a cruel situation in all its 
aspects, and his duty was only too inexorably clear to him. 
After placing a chair for her, he began, wiliout preface: 

"Let me admit at once that you are entitled, if you 
insist upon it, to be told the whole truth; but let me repeat 
that the only effect of your being told will be to make you 
more unhappy than you are, and to leave you as power- 
less to obtain^ what you want as I am to give it to you. Can 
you not make up your mind to believe this, and simply to 
intimate to young Morant that I forbid your engagement?" 

Muriel made a decisive gesture of negation. "I be- 
lieve that you are anxious to spare me," she answered, 
"but, of course, I insist upon hearing everything. Would 
not you yourself do the same in my place?" 

"I suppose I should. Yes — since you ask me — I am sure 
I should. There is no help for it, then: all I can do is to 
tell you the truth as quicky and curtly as I can; for such 
things cannot be broken gently. You have always been led 
to believe me a widower; but that is not the case. Your 
mother is still alive, although she ceased to be my wife not 
long after your birth, when her conduct compelled me to 
divorce her. The immediate cause of this was her elopement 
with an actor, under whose protection she only remained for 
a short time; but I might, if I had chosen, have released 
myself from her before that, owing to other affairs of a similar 
nature, in one of which Mrs. Morant's late husband played 
a prominent part. Now do you begin to understand?" 

"I think you had better go on," answered Muriel firmly. 

"Yes, I had better go on. What has to be said must 
be said, however much it may hurt us both. I must say 
that it has always been impossible to me to believe that 
you are my daughter, and I must say that there are, un- 
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happily, the strongest reasons for believing that Harry 
Morant's father was also your father. Now you know the 
worst; and you will see that it could hardly be worse." 

It could indeed hardly be worse; but — had there been 
any need for it to be so terribly bad? This was the ques- 
tion which Muriel, rising abruptly and drawing nearer to 
the pallid man whose mercifully merciless concision of 
statement left her, as it had been intended to do^ with- 
out a vestige of hope, could not refrain from putting to 
him by implication. 

"And, knowing all this," she exclaimed, "you did not 
even think yourself bound to warn me!" 

Leonard hung his head. "I did not," he confessed; 
"I never until this day suspected that there could be any 
danger. And of course nothing short of obvious danger 
could have persuaded me to speak to you as I have just 
been speaking." 

"So you could not be brought to face a disagreeable 
task by anything short of obvious danger? Well may you 
say that you have neyer been able to look upon me as your 
daughter! I have certainly found it rather difficult at times 
to believe that you could be my father; but this explains all 
I wonder whether it will astonish you very much to be told 
that, in spite of your invariable kindness and liberality, I 
consider that I have been most heartlessly used." 

The case, Leonard felt, was too tragic for vain re- 
criminations. He had not been affectionate, nor had she; 
the blame might lie with him or with her or with both of 
them; but, had they been ever so much attached to one 
another, they could not have converted themselves into 
what they were not. 

"Do you think," he asked, "that it would have been 
kinder to make you acquainted with the facts? In the 
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eyes of the law you are my daughter; it would be practic- 
ally impossible for me to prove the contrary, even if I 
wished to do so. I have not at any time wished to do so; 
my wish was to keep you in ignorance of disgraces and 
humiliations with which you individually had nothing to do, 
and, to the best of my belief, there was but one imaginable 
event which would force me to enlighten you. That event 
has now occurred. It is" — he paused for an instant, 
sighed and concluded simply, "It is rather bad luck." 

His plea, so far as it went, was plausible enough; yet 
it did not touch the special grievance of which Muriel 
deemed herself entitled to complain. 

"Although you are not my father," said she, "you have 
chosen to accept the position of being my father. That may 
have been generous of you, and perhaps, now that I under- 
stand so well why you have never cared for me, I ought 
to be all the more grateful to you. But does it not strike 
you that even a fictitious father might have averted what 
you yourself call the one imaginable event that could have 
brought this misery to pass? Could you not at the outset 
— or later, when you must have noticed how often Harry 
Morant was here — have given me a word of caution 
against becoming too fond of him?" 

That, Leonard might have retorted, would have been 
a very good way of defeating his own end; for the least 
skilled observer of feminine character must be aware of 
the invariable result produced by such warnings, and 
Muriel was not amenable to guidance. But he was too 
honest to make false excuses for himself. 

"Either so or otherwise, I ought undoubtedly to have 
averted the catastrophe," he confessed, "and I can no 
more forgive mj^^elf than I can expect you to forgive me. 
But the truth, extraordinary as it may seem, is just what 
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I have already told you. I never until to-day suspected 
the existence of the danger." 

The girl smiled a little bitterly. "And, as I have al- 
ready told you, there could hardly be a stronger proof of 
your inability to look upon me as your daughter." 

He made no reply, and for what seemed like quite a 
long time they stood, facing one another, in silence. At 
length Muriel resumed — 

"I suppose you do not wish me to give Harry my real 
reason for breaking my word?" 

"I think, that, for everybody's sake, it would be better 
not." 

"Yes; so do I. There is nothing to be gained by 
making a number of people miserable when one — or, at 
the outside, two — will suffice. Very likely he won't suffer 
long; for he will be obliged to think me such a wretch! 
There is one thing which I did not mention to you, and 
which is of no great consequence now; though it makes 
my part somewhat more difficult to play. He nearly lost 
his life this afternoon in saving mine." 

She briefly described the episode to which she referred, 
exclaiming, in conclusion, "Ah, what a thousand pities it is 
that he kept his presence of mind! A couple of seconds 
more would have relieved him and you and the world of a 
worse than superfluous being! If I had only known then 
what I know now, I don't think even Harry's promptitude 
and activity would have been rewarded by success!" 

Leonard groaned. Full of sorrow and sympathy and 
remorse though he was, he knew not what to say or do, 
being so sensible that any demonstration on his part must 
appear more or less like a mockery to the unfortunate girl. 
His face and his silence were perhaps eloquent; for she 
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laid the tips of her fingers upon his arm for a moment, 
saying, with a rather rueful smile: 

"Oh, I know you are sorry, and I know you would be 
glad to do anything that you could for me. I can't help 
wishing that you had spoken out long ago; because then 
I should have understood many things which have been a 
puzzle to me, and — and I daresay we should have been 
better friends. Yet if I had been you, I should very likely 
have acted as you have done. It must have been a hor- 
rible dilemma for you from first to last." 

"You would not have been so blind or so careless as 
I have been lately," Leonard answered; "there is no excuse 
for my recent behaviour and I attempt none. But I still 
believe that I did right in concealing from you what, so far 
as I could foresee, there would never be any need for you 
to hear. Well — words are vain. If in the future I should 
be able to make some sort of amends to you — " 

"You will be able to do that," Muriel interrupted, "by 
never again alluding to what is past and done with. What 
has happened may or may not have been inevitable; but 
at anyrate it has happened, and all we can do is to put a 
good face upon it. Don't make yourself miserable on my 
account; with a little courage, I shall pull through. Only 
I must not be offered compensations just yet, please." 

To Lord Leonard's very full record of the above con- 
versation in his diary is appended the following char- 
acteristic comment: — 

"I felt that I ought to love her as much for her unselfish- 
ness and forbearance as I admired her for her pluck; yet 
I could get no further than pitying her from tie bottom 
of my heart and cursing myself for my amazing heedless- 
ness. I could not wish that she were really my daughter; 
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I could not care for her half as much as I do for Archie, 
whom I am not even to be allowed to adopt, it seems. 
There are depths of rancour and injustice in us — in me, 
anyhow — which it is not agreeable to contemplate. I sup- 
pose the true truth is that, whoever her father may have 
been, I can't forget who her mother was." 

She had not very much in common with her mother. 
It was a good deal more like Leonard himself than like 
the essentially egotistical Lily of long ago to compose such 
a letter as she did before going to bed. There were — so 
she told herself — two things which it behoved her to bear 
in mind: she must make Harry understand that all was 
irrevocably at an end between tiiem, and she must do this 
without giving more pain to him and others than was in- 
separable from that intimation. 

"You will probably think me a despicable coward," she 
therefore wrote, "when I tell you that I cannot, after all, 
be your wife. But what you may think of me is less im- 
portant than it is that you should accept this as my de- 
liberate and final decision. Perhaps I was under the ii\; 
fluence of a nervous shock and some natural agitation this 
afternoon; perhaps, now that I can look at the future in 
cold blood, I shrink from sacrifices which I hastily de- 
clared that I was ready to incur; perhaps I do not really 

love you as a wife ought to love her husband; perhaps 

But there are endless possibilities for you to choose from, 
and if I were to make this note as long as I mean it to 
be short, the upshot would be the same. I am not going 
to marry you; nor will anything that you can do or say 
move me from that determination. So it is best, I think, 
to attempt no excuses, no explanations. I hope you will 
carry out your original intention of going away at once. 
I should like to add that I hope we may meet again be- 
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fore very long as friends; but that must be for you to 
decide. In spite of what you said to-day, we are sure to 
meet again, if only because of my father's intimacy with 
Mrs. Morant and your younger brother; of course, though, 
it will not be necessary for us, unless you wish it, to do 
more than exchange a few words when we come across 
one another. I shall always remember that you saved my 
life; but I cannot, and do not, expect you to think that 
it was worth the risk that you ran in saving." 

That missive, Muriel thought, on reading it over, with 
a heart full of sorrow and compunction, should be base, 
cynical, brutal enough to choke off anybody! It was, in 
fact, a little too palpably so to hit the mark, and Harry, 
when it was delivered to him by a groom from Leonard's 
End early the next morning, detected its insincerity at 
once. Muriel might, and doubless did, wish to throw him 
over; but if the motives at which she hinted had been her 
true motives, she would have avowed them and tried to 
soften them down. What she was obviously trying to do 
was to make him hate or despise her, a course which jilts 
are not wont to adopt. It was consequently as clear as 
daylight that something quite subversive must have occur- 
red after he had taken leave of her, and he naturally re- 
solved to discover what that something was. 

Late that afternoon, accordingly, (for he knew better 
than to present himself early and be informed Miss Leonard 
had gone out driving), he was ushered into the long saloon 
where, as he had foreseen, Muriel was drinking tea with 
various ladies. His intention of sitting those ladies out was 
made so manifest that they good-naturedly lefl the field 
dear for him after saying some flattering things respecting 
his fine conduct of the previous day and informing them- 
selves as to the condition of his plastered head. 
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" You told your friends about our adventure, then," he 
remarked, as soon as the last of them had vanished. 

"I couldn't help it," Muriel replied; "I had to account 
to my maid for a torn skirt and a muddy jacket, and I 
remembered also that you would have to account to your 
people for your blood-stained appearance. Besides, tiiere 
was no occasion for making mysteries." 

She looked rather pale and tired, he noticed; but she 
seemed to be perfectly self-possessed, and she had received 
him without any sign of surprise or agitation. 

"Why have you come?" she asked presently. 

"You can't need to be told why," he answered; "you 
can't have expected me to be believe what you tried to 
make me believe in your letter." 

"Yes; that is what I expected. And you will have to 
believe it, because I have nothing to add to what I 
wrote." 

The young man laid his hand gently, but firmly, upon 
her wrist. "Muriel," said he, "no assertion of yours, spoken 
or written, would make me believe that you did not love 
me yesterday afternoon. If you have now made up your 
mind not to marry me, it is not because you don't love 
me, but for some other reason, and I have a right to 
demand that reason." 

"I don't dispute your right; but I suppose we must all 
sometimes submit to be wronged. Think what you please 
of me; but let me assure you that attempting to drive me 
into a comer is a sheer waste of time. If you were to stay 
here until midnight you would get no more out of me 
than a repetition of the statement that I will never be your 
wife." 

"But why? Surely you must see that it is indis- 
pensable to give me some reason, good, bad or indifferent ! 
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Tell me at least this — were you or were you not speaking 
the truth when you said that you loved me?'* 

She shook her head. "I can answer no more ques- 
tions." 

"Is it that Lord Leonard objects?" 

She remained silent, and he did not press that query, 
which he felt, indeed, to be a superfluous one. She was 
not lik^y to have been cowed by opposition on her father's 
part, nor, if she had been, would she have hesitated to say 
so. But he persisted with a string of interrogations, to all 
of which she turned a deaf ear. Had he unwittingly 
offended her? Had anybody calumniated him? Was it 
comparative poverty that she feared? Exasperated at length 
by the inexorable muteness to which she had recourse as 
to her only safe refuge, he exclaimed: 

"Do you know what you force me to think? That, 
whatever may be your reason, you are ashamed of it!" 

"I have told you already," said Muriel, "that you must 
think what you please. But perhaps, if I ought to be 
ashamed of myself, you also ought to be ashamed of refus- 
ing to take what is, and is meant to be, an unceremonious 
dismissal." 

For the first time, her voice shook a little; but he was 
too angry and too much hurt to notice that slight token 
of weakness. 

"Perhaps I ought," he returned, starting up. "So be 
it, then! I shall be off to Dorsetshire to-morrow morning, 
and I shall do my very best to forget you as soon as I 
possibly can. Miss Leonard." He accomplished his exit 
with somewhat more dignity than he would have done had 
he proclaimed, as he was tempted to do, his intention of 
going straight to the deuce, and Muriel, after his departure, 
sat for some minutes motionless, dry-eyed, despairing. 
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Oh, it would not take him very long to forget her; as- 
suredly not the lifetime that she would require to forget 
him. The only human being whom she had ever loved; 
the only one perhaps, who had ever really loved her; the 
only one — oh, cruel, hideous, sickening thought! — whom it 
was a sin against the laws of God and man for her to love! 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

MRS. VANE. 

Leonard, who had promised to take Archie out for a 
ride that afternoon, returned home shortly before the dinner 
hour, having left his yoimg friend under the impression 
that he had, for some unexplained reason or other, "got 
the hump." He was in truth in a sorrowful and self- 
accusing mood, which was not lightened when he en- 
countered Muriel on the staircase and heard from her that 
she had carried out his instructions respecting Harry. 

"I wrote him a note," was her succinct account of 
what had taken place; "but, as that was not enough for 
him, he came here and — ^I gave him his despatdi as 
mercifully as I could." 

"You did not tell him the actual facts?" 

"Of course not I took what seemed to me to be the 
kindest method that there was to take by making him 
thoroughly angry and disgusted. I simply threw him over, 
and left him to draw his own conclusions. One of them will 
soon be, if it is not aheady, that he is well rid of me." 

Leonard bit his lips and frowned. "It is very hard 
upon you," he said. 

Lard Leonardo 1/ 
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"Yesj but I am accustomed to that. Many things, 
and some people, have been hard upon me. It couldn't 
have been otiierwise, perhaps. Not until quite lately, 
anyhow. There is no use in talking about it, though; so 
we won't talk about it, please." 

There was no use in talking about it, nor could any- 
thing now be done to atone for the recent criminal ne- 
gligence to which she had made allusion; but that the 
whole burden of punishment for sins of which she was 
altogether innocent had fallen upon her shoulders was be- 
yond question, and if Leonard deserved to spend a miserable 
evening and night, he had his deserts. Although it was 
no fault of his that she could not marry young Morant, 
it was in a great measure, if not entirely, his fault that she 
had fallen in love with a man whom it was impossible for 
her to marry. So a long succession of sleepless hours 
brought him to the next morning, and in the course of 
that morning came a somewhat agitated note from Mrs. 
Morant to beg that he would look in upon her during 
the day. 

He obeyed the summons, as in duty bound, notwith- 
standing a strong and painful conviction that he was going 
to be forced to say what he would greatly prefer to leave 
unsaid, and Mrs. Morant's first words fully confirmed his 
foreboding. 

"Dear Lord Leonard," she began, "I think we are old 
friends enough to be quite candid with one another, are 
we not?" 

"And to spare one another the ordeal of needless 
candour," he pleaded. 

"I am afraid I don't understand you; I am afraid I 
must ask you to have patience with me if I say things 




MRS. VANE. 259 

which you may consider needless. You remember what I 
told you — or didn't quite tell you — about poor Harry, and 
of course you know that he proposed to your daughter that 
same day and was accepted. I suppose you know, too, 
that yesterday she broke off the engagement without ac- 
counting in any way for her sudden change of front, 
and—" 

"Excuse me," interposed Leonard, "but there was no 
engagement. There could be none without my assent, 
could there?" 

"Ah, exactly! Then, although she would not say so, 
it is you who refuse, not she. I felt sure that that must 
be the case, and I can't think that you will mind my ask- 
ing you why you refuse." 

"Oh, I mind! But I will answer, if you insist. Yes, 
you are quite right; it was I who had no choice but to 
forbid an impossible alliance. The strange thing is that 
you do not see its impossibility." 

Mrs. Morant shook her head. "I see, of course, that 
Harry has neither the rank nor the wealth that you are 
entitled to look for in your future son-in-law j but when I 
remember the past, it does not seem to me that you have 
ever been much influenced by such considerations." 

"There are other considerations connected with the past 
— can you have forgotten them? — which inevitably influence 
me. I hate to remind you of them; I hated still more 
having to reveal them to poor Muriel; who until yesterday 
believed herself to be what she is not; but, as I say, I had 
and have no choice. She is not, unhappily, my own 
daughter, and the date of her birth makes her parentage, 
I fear, almost a matter of certainty. Do you see now why 
there is just one person in the world whom she has to be 

17* 
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prevented from marrying, even at the cost of acquainting 
her with what I had hoped she might never hear?" 

"Oh! — but how horrible!" gasped Mrs. Morant, in 
dismay. 

"i is horrible, and I have been greatly to blame. 
Nevertheless, you will recognise that I was compelled to 
speak out. Muriel did not feel that we were compelled to 
speak out to your son, and, painful as it must have been 
to her to leave him under a false impression, I think that, 
upon the whole, she has adopted the best and wisest 
course." 

"Oh, poor, poor girl!" 

"We are all to be pitied, I suppose; though I merit 
less compassion than my fellow-suflferers, because I ought 
to have taken precautions which I neglected." He sighed 
and resumed, after a pause, "It only shows the invariable 
folly and futility of attempting to stifle the truth. Yet it 
would have been a cruel thing to tell her the truth! Cruel, 
and, as it seemed, uncalled-for. Ought I, do you think, 
to have told her as soon as she was old enough to under- 
stand? Naturally, I could not have done so during her 
childhood." 

Mrs. Morant shook her head sorrowfully. "I can't say 
what you ought to have done; very likely I should have 
acted as you did. But — are you quite certain of your 
facts? Did — did your wife ever acknowledge her guilt?" 

"Some time before she left me," Leonard answered, 
"my wife made every imaginable acknowledgment She 
became quite reckless, and I fancy that she enjoyed 
humiliating me. She ran away at last, as you know, with 
a good-looking actor, whose stage name was Vane; I have 
forgotten his real name. The divorce followed, as a matter 
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of course, and, equally as a matter of course, the custody 
of the child was assigned to me." 

"Yes; but what I mean is, did she ever admit in so 
many words that the child was — my husband's child?" 

•*I cannot, at this distance of time, state positively that 
she ever did; but she was undoubtedly aware that such 
was my belief, and she did not pretend that the child was 
mine. The fact — the notorious fact — is that your hus- 
band was one amongst many." 

"Ah!" cried Mrs. Morant, clutching eagerly at that 
straw, "then it is possible, after all, you see, that you have 
been mistaken." 

He shrugged his shoulders. "It is possible; I do not 
think it likely. And, in any case, there is a doubt — or 
rather a probability — which we must regard as fatal." 

"I can't quite agree with you there. Surely the doubt 
or the probability, whichever you choose to call it, ought 
to be converted into a certainty before two innocent per- 
sons are made the victims of it! Are there no means of 
arriving at certainty?" 

Leonard stroked his chin. "I could ask Muriel's 
mother," he answered slowly; "I know, or at least I can 
easily ascertain, where she is to be found. But I should 
not myself be disposed to accept any statement of liers 
upon the subject as conclusive." 

"What would she gain by a false statement? What 
harm, anyhow, would be done by allowing her the chance 
of making a true one? It seems to me that, as things 
have fallen out, you ought, for everybody's sake, to give 
her that chance." 

"Well— if you think so." 

"I do most decidedly think, so," Mrs.. Morant dcr 
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clared. "I won't speak of the slur upon my poor hus- 
band's memory — " 

Leonard interrupted her with a short, unmirthful laugh. 
"Oh, come!" 

"No," she resumed, her colour rising slightly, "I will 
say nothing about that, although something might be said, 
and although, for all your generosity, which I have always 
acknowledged, I don't think you ever quite did him justice. 
But he is dead and gone, and it does not matter now. 
What does matter a great deal is that you should not, through 
unintentional injustice, spoil two young lives." 

"Good heavens! — what risks you are prepared to take 
with a light heart!" 

"I am not light-hearted," Mrs. Morant returned; "nor, 
of course, are you. But the difference between us is that 
I love my son, and that nothing could make my heart 
heavier than to see him unhappy. You would understand, 
perhaps, if you had children of your own." 

"I believe I understand. I have Archie; though I must 
not call him my own." 

"Ah, there it is! You have taken this extraordinary 
fancy for Archie. May it not be just because you are so 
anxious to treat Archie as your son that you are so ready 
to disown and disinherit ihe girl who is, after all, your 
presumptive daughter?" 

There was enough of truth in that rather unpleasant 
accusation to make Leonard wince; but he kept within 
the strict limits of truth when he answered: 

"I have not disowned Muriel, and I have no intention 
of doing so. As for disinheriting her, I had decided long 
before I saw Archie against constituting her my sole heiress. 
However, I will see Mrs. Vane, who still calls herself by 
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that name, and I will let you know the results of the in- 
terview. In the meantime, I hope you will say nothing 
which might have the effect of encouraging vain hopes on 
your son's part." 

"Of course I shall say nothing to him. Indeed, I 
cannot; for he left us this morning." 

"So much the better. Personally, I do not expect 
Mrs. Vane to take the trouble of meeting me with a denial, 
and, as I tell you, I should have some difficulty in believ- 
ing her if she did. Still, I admit that we ought to be as 
sure as it is possible to be." 

He took away with him the impression — a correct one, 
very likely — that Mrs. Morant, who had been so excellent 
a wife, was an equally excellent mother, but that she had 
an amenable conscience. Women, he reflected, are for the 
most part like that. They want all manner of things, some 
good, some bad; but what they seldom want, and never 
for its own sake, is the truth. He, for his part, had wanted 
all his life to get at the truth, and had learnt by that time 
that nothing is more difficult to obtain. He could scarcely, 
at anyrate, anticipate hearing it from the lady whom it 
had now become his most distasteful duty to interro- 
gate. 

There was, however, no more difficulty about inter- 
rogating her than was involved in going up to London on 
the ensuing day and calling at a house in Belgrave Road, 
with the number of which he was well acquainted. He 
was acquainted with Mrs. Vane's address for the simple 
reason that he had not chosen to let the woman starve, 
and that his lawyers, who were instructed to make perio- 
dical anonymous payments to her bankers, had during 
many years been in the habit of formally reporting to him 
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that the recipient of his bounty was still alive. Whether 
she suspected him or not of being her benefactor he did 
not know, nor had he once set eyes on her since the day 
when he had seen her quit the Divorce Court, smiling, 
impudent, gaily attired and equivocally escorted. Echoes 
of her subsequent career — of her speedy desertion by the 
co-respondent, of various adventures, more or less sordid, 
terminating in the destitution which he had seen fit to re- 
lieve — had come to his ears; but latterly, so far as he was 
aware, she had conducted herself with decency. She had, 
in fact, long ago reached an age at which those of her 
sex who do not happen to take to drink, have few op- 
portunities of doing otherwise. 

Mrs. Vane, he was informed by the grubby caretaker 
who answered his ring, was out of town and was not ex- 
pected home before November : her letters were forwarded 
to the Hdtel M^tropole at Brighton. Thither Leonard ac- 
cordingly journeyed by a late train, not altogether sorry 
that he was thus enabled to give an air of fortuity to the 
meeting which he could not shirk, and there, after he had 
dined, he recognised, reclining in a rocking-chair near the 
principal entrance, the object of his search. He probably 
would not have recognised her, had he not been on the 
look-out; for time had treated her with even less leniency 
than it had him. Her figure was shapeless; her cheeks 
were withered, baggy and powdered; her ruddy locks had 
been replaced by a wig of the same hue which lacked all 
plausibility, and she had an indescribable appearance of 
rakish respectability which in no way recalled the Lily of 
an expired epoch. But she knew him as soon as he ac- 
costed her, and said, in accents of grave, somewhat pained 
surprise: 



\ 
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"It is both humbling and consoling to be noticed by 
you, Lord Leonard." 

"The years," answered Leonard, seating himself be- 
side her, "bring consolations and humiliations to most of 
us, I suppose." 

"And pardon, I would fain hope, to some of us," Mrs. 
Vane sighed. "I have been too great a sinner to expect 
forgiveness from my fellow-sinners; yet I have, I am thank- 
ful to say, found mercy and peace at a higher tribunal 
than I can be called upon to face here below, and such 
reparation as it is in my power to make for all the evil 
that I have done in the past I am endeavouring to make 
in the present." 

Leonard glanced at her out of the comer of his eye 
and wondered whether she was laughing at him or not. 
She relieved him of doubt by diving into her pocket and 
producing a sheaf of printed leaflets. 

"Papers," said she, "relating to the great and good 
work in which I am privileged to take a modest part. You 
will see that we are in urgent need of fresh subscribers, 
and I cannot but feel that my own sad history specially 
fits me to plead on behalf of an undertaking which has 
for its object to seek and to save — " 

"I am sure," broke in Leonard hurriedly, "that the 
undertaking is worthy of support, and I shall be happy to 
subscribe five pounds. But when you speak of repara- 
tion, may I assume that you use the term in an individual 
as well as in a general sense? Because, if so, and if you 
think that you owe any to me, you will perhaps oblige 
me by answering a question which nobody else can an- 
swer. Not to beat about the bush, I want you to tell me 
who is the father of my reputed daughter Muriel." 
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Mrs. Vane sighed tempestuously. "Lord Leonard," 
she groaned, "you remind me that I have been a most 
miserable sinner!" 

"I am really sorry to be obliged to remind you of 
anything so distressing; but I have reasons, which I will 
explain presently, for being particularly anxious to as- 
certain whether Muriel is the daughter of my late friend 
Morant or not." 

"Morant?" repeated Mrs. Vane vaguely. And then, 
with more animation, "Ah, yes, to be sure! He was a 
very bad man — very bad indeed — and he behaved most 
abominably to me! So he is dead, is he? I trust that 
time was given him for repentance before he was taken. 
You used, of course, to be much attached to his wife, 
who was — but no matter! Can it be that you are still 
attached to her and that you still wish to marry her?" 

"No; but her son wishes to marry my supposed 
daughter, and it has thus become a matter of necessity 
for me to find out who my supposed daughter is." 

He gave a succinct narrative of the circumstances and 
wound up by repeating his query. "Not," he observed, 
"that it is possible for me to entertain much uncertainty 
upon the subject myself; but, since we have met, it is per- 
haps only just that I should obtain confirmation from 
you." 

"Oh, well," said Mrs. Vane, "they can marry if they 
want to marry. I am able to assure you that Mr. Morant 
was not what you think he was." 

"But it seems to me that he must have been I I 
wonder whether ypu realise what a calamity you bring 
within the range of possible events by giving me that as- 
surance." 
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"I am a Christian woman to-day, whatever I may have 
been in days gone by," Mrs. Vane solemnly declared. "Is 
it to be supposed that I should burden my conscience 
with another crime for the sake of gratifying people whom 
I have so little reason to love?" 

"One would think not. At the same time, I cannot 
but draw obvious deductions from the date of Muriel's birth." 

"Bless the man!" exclaimed Mrs. Vane impatiently; 
"it is precisely that date which, if you knew what you 
were talking about, would make you independent of any 
statements of mine. However, you can please yourself 
about believing or disbelieving me; I remember now that 
it was your invariable rule to disbelieve me — which is al- 
ways such a mistake! For my own part, I don't in the 
least care whether you set me down as a liar or not. And 
I must say," she added, recollecting herself and assuming 
a more dignified tone, "that this conversation strikes me 
as most indelicate." 

"I apologise," said Leonard; "its importance must be 
the excuse for its indelicacy. May I plead the same ex- 
cuse for putting one more question to you? If Morant 
was not the girPs father, who in the world was?" 

"Lord Leonard," answered Mrs. Vane, sighing heavily, 
"you remind me, rather cruelly and needlessly, I think, of 
what I once was. You know who by the law of the land 
your daughter's father is, and I should imagine, from what 
you began by saying, that you ask for nothing better than 
to acquiesce in the law's decision. If, for some reason 
best known to yourself, you wish to prevent this marriage, 
I cannot give you the assistance which you perhaps ex- 
pected. Were I at this momeut to be put upon my oath, 
or were I to find myself, as I must ere long, upon my 
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death-bed, I should only be able to repeat what I have 
affirmed. My daughter cannot be the late Mr. Morant's 
daughter and she may be yours. I do not say that she is 
not" 

He could obtain nothing further from her, and, after 
she had exhorted him at some length to save his soul alive 
by setting his affections on things above, he handed her 
the promised five-pound note and wished her good-even- 
ing. She mentioned incidentally that "through the kind- 
ness of friends" she had been placed in possession of a 
modest competence, and he was rather glad to gather that 
she did not guess who those "friends" were. He was also 
glad to have been furnished with evidence which Mrs. 
Morant and Muriel would doubtless welcome as convinc- 
ing; but he did not and could not rejoice over the at- 
titude which seemed forced upon him of having to parti- 
ally disinherit the latter upon grounds which would scarcely 
bear investigation. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 
STANDING ALONE. 

Leonard was preparing for an early start from Brigh- 
ton the next morning when he received a message from 
Mrs. Vane to the effect that she would be greatly obliged 
by the favour of a few minutes' interview. He could, of 
course, do no less than comply with a request which he 
was not particularly eager to grant, and he was presently 
ushered into a small sitting-room where his former wife, 
arrayed in a rather dingy tea-gown and looking very old 
indeed by the broad light of day, awaited him. 

"I heard that you were leaving," she began, "and I 
wish, before you go, to add just a few words to our con- 
versation of last night. On thinking things over, I feel 
sure that we did not meet, as at first I supposed we had, 
by mere chance and that you tracked me to this place 
with the deliberate intention of asking me the question 
which I have answered." 

Leonard silently inclined his head. 

"You admit that? Perhaps you will also admit that 
I have disappointed you?" 

"No; on the contrary, your statement, if authentic, will 
be the means of taking a great weight off my mind." 

"Oh, you are disappointed. Lord Leonard. You hate 
my daughter because she is my daughter, and you wish 
— it is, after all, easy enough to guess what you wish — 
to have a good excuse for refusing her her rights. As for 
the truth of my statement, you had better refer the matter 
to Mrs. Morant, who certainly cannot wish to expose her 
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son to anything so terrible as the risk which you affect to 
dread, and who must know as well as anybody that such 
a risk does not exist. But you will say that, be that as 
it may, my daughter is not yours." 

"You yourself, I gather, do not go the length of as- 
serting that she is." 

"That is at least honest of me, don't you think so? I 
wonder whether you will believe that I am honest when I 
implore you not to visit my sins upon her. You hate her, 
of course — " 

"Indeed I do not," Leonard interpolated. 

"Oh, yes, you hate her, as you hated me; though with 
less reason, I should imagine. Now, I have not one word 
to say for myself, except that you wearied me and in- 
furiated me to that extent by your ^contemptuous tolerance 
that at last I would have run away with a chimney-sweep 
rather than continue to live with you. But, wicked as I 
was, and as you probably think that I still am, I am not 
absolutely devoid of all natural affection, and if it were 
possible for me to see my poor girl — " 

Her voice suddenly broke, and there were real tears 
in her sunken eyes. 

"I am sorry," said Leonard, in his cold, grave way, 
"that that is not possible." 

"It is neither possible nor desirable; pray, do not 
suppose that I am suggesting it But I will ask you to 
give her her mother's love and to beg her to forgive me, 
if she can. You might add, but I don't suppose you will, 
that she has her mother's heartfelt sympathy." 

"I will deliver any message to her with which you may 
intrust me," Leonard said. 

"Thank-you. Tell her, then, that nobody can ap- 
preciate more fully than I what she must have had to 
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endure. Lord Leonard, you pride yourself, I know, upon 
being a just man, and I can well believe that you have 
treated her with what you consider justice; but let me 
remind you that, since you have not married again — why 
didn't you? — she remains in the eyes of the world your 
only child, and that you will put a public insult upon her 
by cutting her off with a mere legacy, even though it 
should be a handsome one. From all you said last night, 
it is pretty clear that such is your intention, and I ask 
you whether it is either just or generous to avenge your- 
self upon me after that fashion." 

Lord Leonard's diary, which gives a verbatim report 
of the foregoing colloquy, sums up the remainder of it as 
follows: 

"She went on in the same strain for some minutes, 
resorting to numerous citations from the Old Testament, 
(not, by the way, quite the best authority that could have 
been quoted in support of her thesis), and to what extent, 
if any, she was sincere I really do not know. Perhaps 
she had an eye upon the future and saw herself returning 
to Leonard's End, after my demise, in a maternal and 
maternal-in-law capacity; perhaps her emotions were genu- 
inely stirred; her religion, I should think, must be more or 
less genuine, though it is impossible to tell. What vexed 
me then and for a good many hours afterwards was that 
she. did not seem to be so very far wrong in accusing me 
of injustice. I might, I suppose, have won Muriel's affec- 
tion if I had tried very hard. I certainly have not won 
it, nor can I pretend to have tried much since her child- 
hood. I don't, of course, admit that I *put a public insult 
upon her' by bequeathing my landed property to some- 
body else; I consider that I am absolutely within my right 
in so deciding. Yet I appear to stand alone in taking 
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that view. Well, I am accustomed, or ought to be by 
this time, to standing alone." 

This extract was written, no doubt, on the evening of 
the day to which it refers, which explains the audible 
sigh breathed in its concluding sentences. For Leonard, 
on reaching his journey's end, drove straight to Woodside, 
thinking it best to confer with Mrs. Morant before seeing 
Muriel; and from Mrs. Morant he obtained only such 
comfprt as is to be derived from the spectacle of a re- 
assured and joyous fellow-creature. 

"Oh, but there isn't the shadow of a doubt about the 
matter!" she exclaimed, as soon as he had unfolded his 
tale. "Muriel's birthday, you tell me, is on the tenth of 
February, and why on earth you did not tell me so be- 
fore I am at a loss to imagine! If only you had, we might 
all of us have been spared so much wretchedness ! I don't 
want to say anything disagreeable, now that the question 
is happily set at rest; but I can't help feeling that you 
have been misled by your inveterate determination always 
to believe the worst of my poor husband." 

Against that somewhat fantastic charge Leonard did 
not deem it worth while to defend himself; he only re- 
marked: "Your late husband's acquittal, if he must be 
acquitted, does not, you must remember, exonerate my 
former wife." 

"Well, no," Mrs. Morant agreed; "I suppose it doesn't 
But — does that so very much signify?" 

"I can scarcely say. You will write to your son Harry 
at once, I presume?" 

"Oh, I shall tel^aph! That is if you don't object" 

"I don't object; but it is upon the cards that he may. 
It is evident now, you see, that he will have to be told 
everything, and why should we take it for granted that 
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he will relish the idea of marrying the daughter of my 
divorced wife and some other person unknown?" 

"I should be astonished beyond measure if he were to 
hesitate for one moment. At the same time, I don't see 
what excuse there can be for putting things to him with 
such — such brutal bluntness." 

"I am afraid we must put things as they are. I have 
faithfully reported the woman's own words to you." 

"Yes; and it seems from them that the question of 
parentage is at least open to doubt." 

"Muriel is not my daughter," declared Leonard, curtly. 

"So you say; but you must acknowledge, anyhow, that 
it is not in your power to prove the contrary. Don't you 
think that assertions of that sort are very unnecessary and 
very hard upon the girl?" 

"They are undoubtedly hard upon the girl," Leonard 
answered; "I don't think them unnecessary. Whether I 
did wisely or rightly in concealing the facts of the case 
from her until the other day may be an arguable ques- 
tion; but now that I have been compelled to be candid 
with her, I think I ought to continue to be so. I can't 
say that I believe she has a drop of my blood in her veins, 
and, in justice to myself, as well as to her, my decision 
not to constitute her my sole heiress should be accounted 
for." 

"Oh, if you really think that that decision is just to 
her!" 

"Well, she will come into a considerable fortune under 
my will. As regards the estates, they must either go to 
a very remote representative of the family or to somebody, 
not related to me, whom I may choose to name. Muriel 
is not related to me, nor is Archie. If my choice falls 

Lord Leonard. 1 8 
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upon one of my own sex, rather than upon a woman, 
where is the injustice?" 

"Only a married woman is not quite the same as a 
spinster, is she?" 

"In other words, you would like me to substitute 
Harry for Archie." 

This so accurately formulated the thought in Mrs. Mo- 
rant's mind that her displeasure was not to be wondered at. 

"You evidently set me down as a very designing 
person," she resentfully remarked. "All I can say is 
.that I have never entertained any designs upon what be- 
longs to you and that I don't presume to teach you your 
duty. But I am persuaded that I should not do mine by 
taking Archie out of his profession and handing him over 
to you. He is quite happy as he is, and in high spirits 
at the prospect of going out shortly to the Cape station. 
And, if you will excuse my saying so, I am sure it would 
not make him happy to feel that he had cut out his eider 
brother." 

Leonard shrugged his shoulders and smiled faintly. It 
seemed useless to reiterate that the elder brother was not 
in the running, and he only rejoined: 

"So Archie is to go to the Cape, is he?" 

"Yes; I had a letter about it this morning, and we 
are all very glad. The climate is a good one; for the 
ship to which he is to be appointed will certainly not be 
sent to the West Coast, they say. Besides which, there 
is just the chance of active service, if this dispute with 
the Transvaal should end in war." 

"I see," said Leonard, rising slowly. "Well, we 
agreed, you know, that there should be no immediate 
question of the boy's leaving the Navy. I may live for 
many years yet, and perhaps I had better keep my in- 
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tention as to what is to happen after my death to myself 
for the present. Only I think, for the sake of everybody 
interested, it should be clearly understood what will not 
happen. Now send your telegram or your letter, and I will 
try to prepare Muriel for consequences. I shall tell her, 
as I have told you, that my opposition is at an end; but 
I must also warn her that the young man may change 
his mind when he hears what he is now bound to hear." 

"Harry is a gentleman!" cried Mrs. Morant indignantly 
and perhaps a little irrelevantly. 

"I suppose she thinks I am not behaving like a gentle- 
man," mused Leonard, as he left the room; "that is what 
women generally think when one puts them to inconvenience. 
Yet, so far as I am concerned, the situation remains un- 
changed. I take it that I should in any case have had 
the air of treating Muriel unfairly, and it is my own opi- 
nion of myself and my actions, not other people's opinion, 
that signifies." 

To such a standard of conduct no exception can be 
taken; the difficulty is for any man to feel positive that 
his own view of himself and his actions is a correct one. 
Leonard was not as free from misgivings as he could have 
wished to be, and these were enhanced by a short talk 
with Archie, whom he met in the hall, on his way out. 

"Hullo! — back already?" called out the boy, with that 
frank light of welcome in his eyes which is unhappily so 
seldom visible in the eyes of those of riper years. "They 
told me that you were going to be away for a week per- 
haps, and I thought you might let a fellow know." 

"Of course I should have let you know if I had been 
going to be away as long as that," answered Leonard. 
"What have you been doing to make yourself so hot?" 

"Killing rats in the bam," Archie replied, with a glee- 

18* 
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ful, reminiscent grin. "I wish I had known you were 
here; you'd have enjoyed it awfully! By good luck, Harry 
went off in such a hurry that he left Bob, his Irish terrier, 
behind him, and we despatched a dozen of 'em before 
you could say knife. I say, this is rather a bad job about 
Harry, isn't it?" 

"What is a bad job?" Leonard inquired. 

"Oh, you know! Mother says I'm too young to under- 
stand; but I call that rather rot, don't you? Anyhow, 
Harry himself told me straight out that Miss Leonard 
had accepted him and then chucked him, without rhyme 
or reason, and he's in no end of a stew, as you may 
imagine. I wish," continued the boy, laying his hand on 
Leonard's arm, "you wouldn't mind telling me, between 
ourselves, what it all means." 

"I agree with your mother," answered Leonard, smiling; 
"I don't think you are quite old enough to understand. 
However, I don't mind saying that there were difficulties 
which have now been overcome, and I believe, or, at any- 
rate, your mother does — that the engagement will be an- 
nounced before long." 

"Good! I'm awfully glad of that. Because, although 
you don't care particularly about Harry, he isn't half a 
bad chap, I can tell you, and he'll soon be much the 
same thing as a son to you. What you want," added 
Archie sagely, "is somebody, not a woman, who'll take 
an interest in the property and succeed you one of these 
days." 

"Possibly that is what I want; but suppose I had the 
bad taste to prefer somebody else— you, for instance — to 
your brother?" 

"Oh, well, I can't marry your daughter, you see. Be- 
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sides, we are sure to be always friends, you and I, what- 
ever happens." 

"I hope soj but couldn't you manage to take an in- 
terest in the property even though you can't become my 
son-in-law? Or would you really rather stick to the sea?" 

Archie looked oddly, half-apologetically at his ques- 
tioner. He was a very straightforward boy, and he did 
not pretend to miss the significance of the suggestion. 

"It's awfully good of you, tremendously good of you, 
to think of such a thing," said he; "but don't you think 
that would be a bit rough upon your daughter and Harry?" 

Leonard shook his head. "Not in my opinion," he an- 
swered. 

"Oh, I think it would, and — and it would never do! 
I mean," Archie went on to explain, taking hold of his 
would-be benefactor's arm, which he squeezed in a friendly 
fashion, "it would make one feel so beastly uncomfortable, 
don't you know!" 

He obtained no reply from Leonard, who, afler sigh- 
ing and frowning, presently remarked: "So you are off to 
South Africa, I hear." 

"Yes," answered Archie, evidently glad to drop a deli- 
cate subject of discussion; "isn't it luck? I hope old Kruger 
don't climb down before we have a shy at him, that's all ! 
I wonder whether those chaps really mean fighting or 
not" 

"I most sincerely trust, both for their own sake and 
for everybody else's, that they do not," Leonard said. "In 
any case, Transvaal is not a maritime state." 

"We shall land a lot of blue-jackets if there's war, 
though, you bet!" returned Archie, rubbing his hands. 
"And then won't the Boers just get snuff!" 

"H'm! perhaps they are capable of giving as good as 
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they get. Suppose you were to be knocked over in the 
process?" 

"Oh, bless your soul! I sha'n't be hit," Archie con- 
fidently declared; "I hear those beggars can't shoot for 
nuts now — clean out of practice. No; you'll see me back 
in about eighteen months, with a swagger medal and men- 
tion in despatches. The only thing I'm afraid of is their 
caving in before it comes to blows." 

Leonard went away rather sadly. The boy was not 
to be tempted, and it was all to his credit that he was 
not, by the offer of future wealth; he wanted, very naturally, 
to have his day, and that casual disparagement of the Navy 
as a profession in which he had indulged should not have 
been taken too seriously. For the rest, he might, in years 
to come, change his mind; but would he, even in years to 
come, relish a position the prospect of which made him 
"feel beastly uncomfortable"? The only plan, Leonard 
concluded, was to let the coming years decide. Never- 
theless, he remained strangely, obstinately, resolute against 
dealing with Muriel as what she ostensibly was. He had 
been very sorry for her; he was now sincerely glad for 
her; he wished her to be happy, and meant to do his ut- 
most to make her so. But she was not his child, and — 
she was her mother's child. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
A QUESTION OF CASUISTRY. 

It is one of the results of modern domestic life in these 
islands that English girls nowadays very soon find out all 
that there is to be discovered, and Muriel Leonard, whose 
peculiar position placed her upon a footing of something 
like equality with married women, had little to learn re- 
specting contemporary morals. She was therefore less 
horrified on hearing that she was the daughter of a divorcee 
than aggrieved that that information should have been so 
long withheld from her. Amongst her acquaintances were 
several divorced persons, and many others who might have 
been so; that the parentage of more than one great lady 
whom she knew was not what the Red Book declared it to 
be was a matter of notoriety, and, although her own code 
happened to be a rather strict one, she was inclined to 
look with disdainful toleration upon frailties so readily con- 
doned in the circles to which she belonged. For her un- 
known mother she felt nothing but pity; to herself a little 
of the same sentiment was, it seemed to her, due; but 
against the man who had for all these years called him- 
self her father she harboured a deep and not inexcusable 
resentment. She could not believe that consideration for 
her feelings had had anything to do with his long 
silence, which, if he had considered her at all, he would 
surely have broken as soon as Harry Morant appeared 
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upon the scene, instead of waiting until circumstances left 
him no alternative but to speak out; she could not think 
that he had either treated her fairly or even attempted to 
do so; what seemed to be evident was that he simply had 
not troubled his head about her, one way or the other, 
beyond hoping that she would in due time marry and 
relieve him of an incubus. 

In this latter respect she was quite inclined to oblige 
him forthwith. She did not wish to remain under his roof 
any longer than she could help; he would, she knew, make 
handsome provision for her, and she likewise knew that 
candidates of suitable rank were obtainable without need 
for advertisement. There was, for example, Lord Forfar, 
who had just arrived, for the avowed purpose of shooting 
his host's partridges, and with the thinly veiled intention 
of offering to his host's daughter the privilege of paying 
his debts. Lord Forfar was a red-faced, red-bearded man, 
no longer young; his manners were bad, his temper was 
worse, his character was of the worst; also he was followed 
about wherever he went by a certain Mrs. Bingham Browne, 
a handsome, smartish, vulgarish woman, who, on her visits 
to her acquaintances, was always accompanied. by a couple 
of snarling Chow dogs, and whose admission into the most 
exclusive circles had been won, as it was maintained, by 
sheer indomitable effrontery. Still, Lord Forfar was a 
Marquis, a Steward of the Jockey Club, a friend of numerous 
Royal personages; added to which, it was a point in his 
favour that Muriel detested him from the bottom of her 
heart. After the manner of her sex, she was bent, since 
she must needs be unhappy, upon rendering her unhappi- 
ness complete — anxious, moreover, to give Harry Morant 
every excuse for despising her. Certainly he would be 
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unable any longer to love or respect a girl who had de- 
liberately cast herself into the arms of Lord Forfar! So 
she poured out tea for that unattractive nobleman, endured 
without flinching his amorous glances (which were perhaps 
really amorous), and ignored the impertinence of Mrs. 
Bingham Browne, who had obviously come to Leonard's 
End in the hope of retaining a wavering allegiance. 

"What on earth made you ask Mrs. Bing?" his Lord- 
ship growled out in an undertone, a fight between the 
Chows for possession of a muffin having momentarily drawn 
away the attention of their mistress. 

"I did not ask her," Muriel answered; "I scarcely know 
her. She was so kind as to write and say that she wa^ 
coming to us for a few days, and I presumed that she had 
been invited by you." 

"Oh, I say, hang it. Miss Leonard, you know better 
than that! Why, the chief object of my life is to get away 
from the woman ! At least, it would be, if my chief ob- 
ject wasn't to be near you." 

He had given such practical effect to that object, with 
his elbows on his knees and his red face thrust forward, 
that Muriel was fain to retreat a little farther behind the 
tea-table. 

"And look here," he went on, "if any of these old 
cats have been saying things to you about me and Mrs. 
Bing—" 

"Oh, they have said things," interrupted Muriel, laugh- 
ing; "I have even seen things for myself. But I assure 
you I don't in the least mind." 

"I wouldn't," Lord Forfar emphatically declared, "touch 
her with a pair of tongs! I'm dead sick of the sight of 
her!" 
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His wooing was of that refined and insinuating,character. 
Yet he was, if rumour spoke truly, the hero of innumer- 
able conquests, won, it may be, in some degree by the 
crudity of the methods which he employed. Muriel was 
wondering whether death by drowning in the lake (it is so 
easy to tumble inadvertently into a lake!) would not upon 
the whole, be preferable to becoming Marchioness of For- 
far when the door opened and Leonard, whom she had 
not expected to see at home again so soon, walked in. 

He advanced slowly towards the tea-table, halting on 
the way to speak to various groups of his guests, as usual, 
and greeted her at length — also as usual — with a nod and 
a slight smile. But there was something not altogether 
usual, she fancied, in the set of his features, a suggestion 
of kindliness, of solicitude, possibly of compassion. There 
was, furthermore, a suggestion of antipathy in the quick 
glance which he directed at Lord Forfar, who said, not 
over civilly: 

"Oh, it's you, is it? I thought you made a point of 
never being present at your own shoots." 

"I am afraid," answered Leonard, in his quiet, courteous 
way, "that I shall not be able to go out with the guns to- 
morrow; but I hope you will find that I have not neglected 
my duties and that you will have fair sport." 

Then, turning to Muriel, he asked: "Could you spare 
me a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes? I want to 
have a word or two with you about domestic matters." 

She rose at once, and as soon as he had conducted 
her into his private room, he said, smiling, "It need not 
be Forfar; things are not quite so bad as that" 

"Lord Forfar or another," she returned; "I don't care 
who it is. Why shouldn't it be Lord Forfar?" 
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"Because the man is a brute, and because he would 
make your life a burden to you. At least, that is one 
reason; but I can give you a better. Sit down and listen 
while I tell you what I have been about these last two 
days." 

Without more ado, and with the strictest economy of 
language and emotion, he proceeded to relate what at first 
seemed to be great and glorious news; but he was so 
anxious to shield her from a second and an even more bitter 
disappointment that he hastened to check the exclamations 
of joy which rose to her lips. 

"Don't," he begged, "for Heaven's sake, don't assume 
that you are out of the wood yet! It is true that young 
Morant is no longer impossible; but I think you will agree 
with me that we cannot, under the circumstances, make 
advances to him. He will, of course, hear everything from 
his mother, and if, after hearing everything, he still sees 
fit to persist — " 

"If he sees fit to persist 1" interrupted Muriel wonder- 
ingly. 

"Well, he may not. I presume he knows — at anyrate, 
if he does not, he will be told — who and what your mother 
was; we cannot, unfortunately, tell him who or what your 
father was. I don't think that we should have any right 
to blame him if he were to withdraw." 

The glad light faded out of Muriel's eyes; her cheeks 
grew pale and her face hard. "Lord Forfar or some other 
man may ask me to marry him any day," she remarked. 
"Ought I to tell them, or would you feel it your duty to 
tell them, what you say that Harry must hear?" 

"No, I should not It is a question of casuistry; but 
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my feeling is that, since you were bom in wedlock and 
since proof of your not being my daughter is unattainable, 
we are entitled to keep our own counsel. In the case of 
Harry Morant we cannot do so, for the simple reason that 
concealment is now out of the question. We can only 
account for your dismissal of him by a frank avowal of 
the truth or by a direct lie." 

"So that if you had taken the step which you have 
just taken a little sooner, you would never have mentioned 
your suspicions even to me?" 

"I should certainly not have mentioned them, and it 
is certain that I alone shall be to blame — I or my bad 
luck — if you are robbed of your chance of happiness in 
this world. There is no excuse for me; I fully admit that 
there is none; and what is still worse is that I can make 
no atonement. In short, we are at the young man's 
mercy." 

"You mean, I suppose, that, happen what may, you 
will never acknowledge me as your daughter." 

"I cannot!" answered Leonard, with a forlorn gesture. 
"To him I cannot. In the eyes of the world at large you 
are my daughter, and I shall say nothing to contradict 
the general impression; but between silence and affirmation 
there is a difference. It is beyond me to state what I 
know to be false — glad though I should be to make some 
amends for my selfishness and negligence." 

"I am not asking you to state what you know to be 
false," the girl rejoined coldly. "I should have thought 
that you could not know, and my mother, from what you 
tell me, appears to have been of the same opinion; but 
most likely you are right. I doubt whether, if we were 
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really father and child, we could feel about one another 
as we do." 

A rather long pause supervened. It was literally out 
of his power to say what she wanted him to say, nor was 
she able to sympathise much with his evident distress. 
At last she resumed: 

"I should like to see my mother some day. Would 
you object?" 

"No," answered Leonard, after considering for a moment; 
"there is no reason that I know of why you should not 
see her now, if you wish it" 

"I do wish it. She must, of course, have behaved 
very badly to you; but she has been punished, and — I can 
understand her having been a good deal tempted to 
behave badly. That, no doubt, is because I am her 
daughter." 

Thus, with satisfaction on neither side and an in- 
creased sense of ill-usage on one, the interview terminated. 
It was not surprising that Muriel should deem herself 
badly treated, and perhaps not so very surprising that she 
should assume Harry's retirement, as she did, to be a 
foregone conclusion. Men (or such, at least, was her view) 
are apt to be more prejudiced than women in certain 
ways, and he might quite probably be choked off by a 
revelation which, had their positions been reversed, would 
not have shaken her fidelity for an instant It might, after 
all, have to be Lord Forfar, and she really could not see 
why she should have been comforted by the assurance 
that "things were not so bad as that" 

Lord Forfar in the course of the evening was as 
assiduous in his attentions as Mrs. Bingham Browne would 
allow him to be; but that lady appeared by some means 
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or Other to retain control over him and, for all his sulking 
and growling, he had to come in to heel when called. 
After being made to institute a prolonged investigation into 
the symptoms of one of the Chows, who was said to be 
ailing, and getting his fingers nipped by way of reward, 
he was led off to play a round game, at which he not 
only parted with his own money but had to make good 
the losses of his fair neighbour. Now, Lord Forfar was 
never a philosophical loser; so that when at length the 
time came for him to say good-night to Muriel, who had 
not formed one of the party at the card-table, he was very 
cross indeed. 

"You never," he grumbled, "give a man a hand when 
he*s in difficulties! I should have thought that, after you 
saw I was booked for that beastly game, you might at 
least have joined in, instead of abandoning me to my fate!" 

"Was it a beastly game?" asked Muriel indifferently. 
"I am sorry for that. I thought you liked cards and — 
Mrs. Bingham Browne." 

"You know well enough that I didn't come here for 
that sort of thing. I don't suppose the sport to-morrow 
will be up to much either. I'll tell you what I have done; 
I've thrown away a week of the very best partridge shoot- 
ing in England to accept your invitation. And now you 
won't allow me a chance of talking to you ! " He added, 
in accents which were probably meant to be seductive, 
but which had rather the ring of command than of 
entreaty, "You'll come out with the luncheon to-morrow, 
won't you?" 

"That is the usual programme, unless it rains," Muriel 
answered. 

Lord Forfar was odious; but she was not going to let 
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him know yet how offensive she found him. Not, she said 
to herself, for the next forty-eight hours (the outside space 
of time that could be needed to bring a man who was in 
any sort of hurry from Dorsetshire to the Midlands), and 
in all probability not then. To feign affection for him 
would be a hard task, no doubt; but she felt pretty sure 
that he would not make a point of that. He was a little 
enamoured of her person and a good deal of her dowry; 
the promise of both would satisfy his demands, she 
imagined. 

But a difficulty which she had not foreseen arose on 
the following day after luncheon, an elaborate meal, which 
was served at long tables in an orchard and at which all 
Muriel's lady guests were present. Lord Forfar, it appeared, 
had been shooting atrociously, owing to injury inflicted 
upon his trigger finger by the Chow, and soon after the 
conclusion of the feast he confidentially announced to his 
hostess that he was going to walk home with her. 

"That filthy lap-dog has managed to spoil my sport in 
one way," he remarked; "but I'll forgive the brute if he 
gives me compensation in another. Thank Heaven, all 
these women are bent upon seeing something of the after- 
noon's shooting; so we can just step quietly behind and 
give 'em the slip." 

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Bingham Browne, who, for 
her own purposes, had seen fit that day to initiate a vigorous 
flirtation with another member of the party, was already 
out of sight, while the remaining sportsmen, accompanied 
by the female contingent, were moving away. It was 
evident that Lord Forfar, who had been drinking a good 
deal of champagne, meant to declare himself, and, that 
being so, there was little to choosy between walking hom^ 
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with him and following the guns by his side. "I can 
stave him off for some time and give him an equivocal 
answer when we reach the house," Muriel thought "Only 
I wish we hadn't quite such a long distance to tramp ! " 

The way was long, the sun was hot, and so, in every 
sense, was Lord Forfar; yet Muriel's glacial coldness and 
dexterity combined actually did enable her to prevent him 
for the best part of an hour from coming to close quarters. 
At the expiration of that time, however, she had not only 
snubbed and sobered him, but had reduced him to a 
condition of mental bewilderment in which he could dis- 
cern nothing clearly, save her determination to close his 
mouth. On a sudden, therefore, he stood still and blurted 
out: 

"Look here! — what's the use of going on like this? 
I'm crazily in love with you, and you know I am; so don't 
torture me any longer!" 

"You have been crazily in love with a good many 
people, first and last, haven't you?" returned Muriel im- 
perturbably; although she perceived that the deferred crisis 
was imminent. 

He laughed. "Well, I'm not going to deny what every- 
body knows, and of course one doesn't reach my age, or 
half my age either, as far as that goes, without having 
been in love. But I'll tell you what; you're the very first 
woman I have ever asked to marry me." 

"Oh, naturally! How otherwise could you still be a 
bachelor? I didn't understand that you were suggesting 
anything so serious as that, though." 

"You didn't? I am serious, though — as serious as I 
can be! People have been telling you, I suppose, that I'm 
not a marrying man, and it's true that I've no great fancy 
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for marriage in the abstract; but I adore you, Miss Leonard, 
and I want you to be my wife. There!" 

This declaration was made with an air of conscious 
generosity so inimitable that Muriel had some difficulty 
in keeping her countenance; but she answered, without a 
smile: 

"You flatter me immensely. I must be allowed time 
for consideration; I can't trust myself to accept or refuse 
such a splendid offer upon the spur of the moment." 

"I don't see what there is to consider," returned Lord 
Forfar, frowning; "I've told you that I adore you." 

"Yes; but, strange as it may appear, I don't adore you. 
I am afraid, if you press me, I must say No." 

Although Lord Forfar had never before honoured any 
lady by asking her to marry him, he had avowed adora- 
tion for not a few, and his experience was that when they 
deprecated pressure they always meant to invite it. Ac- 
cordingly, he planted himself in front of Muriel, caught 
her by both wrists and announced that he was going to 
have his answer then and there. She was rather frightened, 
for the man was strong, and she was not sure that he was 
quite sober, and — worst of all — her mind was not made 
up. All the greater, therefore, was her relief when he 
suddenly loosened his grasp and fell back a pace, mutter- 
ing: 

"Confound it! who is this infernal fellow?" 

The infernal fellow to whom he alluded, and towards 
whom Muriel's back was turned, came cantering across the 
grass of the park, upon the confines of which the pair 
were standing, jumped off his horse, and advanced, his 
•hat in his hand and anxious interrogation in his eyes. It 
seemed like an impossibility that Harry Morant could have 

Lord Leonard, 1 9 
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arrived from Dorsetshire already; but Harry it unquestion- 
ably was, and Muriel, drawing a long breath, made haste 
to introduce him to Lord Forfar. 

While the two men were still glaring at one another, 
and while Muriel, thankful for her release from immediate 
peril, was explaining that Lord Forfar had been obliged 
to stop shooting, in consequence of having hurt his finger, 
there came into view an open carriage (Miss Leonard's 
carriage) in which were seated a lady and a couple of 
barking dogs. The equipage had been ordered by Mrs. 
Bingham Browne, who was no pedestrian, to fetch her 
home; for it was her custom to give orders to other people's 
servants, and, although other people and their servants 
occasionally murmured, " she was never disobeyed. Nor 
was she disobeyed when, on catching sight of the group, 
she called out in a high voice: 

"Forfar, come here; I want you!" 

"What the dickens do you want now?" snarled Lord 
Forfar under his breath. 

But he went, all the same, and presently the couple 
whom he had left behind him had the satisfaction of seeing 
him driven away in the direction of the house, with the 
displaced Chows upon his knees and Mrs. Bingham Browne's 
vehemently nodding head in close proximity to his ear. 
He seemed to be catching it, and so no doubt he was. 

Then, in a tumult of mingled hope and fear, Muriel 
turned to her neighbour. "What has brought you back?" 
she asked. 

"A telegram from my mother," he answered. "It 
reached me last night, and I should have been here the 
first thing this morning if I hadn't unfortunately been hung 
up at Birmingham by missing the connection of the trains. 
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However, I got home in time to change, have something 
to eat and hear all. That is," he concluded, "all except 
the one thing which only you can tell me." 

She looked down, sighed, raised her eyes again, and 
— after that there was no need for her to tell him any- 
thing. Yet there were, of course, many things to be said; 
so many that it became imperative upon them to move off 
to the adjacent woods, where he could hitch his horse up 
to a tree and where they could converse without risk of 
being intruded upon. 

"Forgive you!" Harry exclaimed, in answer to a some- 
what superfluous question on MuriePs part; " as if I had 
anything to forgive! I don't see how you could very well 
have acted otherwise; though it was ever so much harder 
upon you than it was upon me. The only thing for which 
you do perhaps owe me an apology is your having imagined 
that this news, or any news, might change me. What could 
have put such an extraordinary idea into your head!" 

"Well — my father thought that it might." 

"Oh, your father!" cried the young man; "I really 
haven't much patience with your father. He may mean 
well; but it seems to me that his conduct to you has been 
simply outrageous." 

"Perhaps you wouldn't think so if you were in his 
place. He is persuaded that he has neither part nor lot 
■in me and he doesn't like me personally; yet he is willing 
to give me a handsome marriage portion and to bequeath 
me a fortune at his death. One can't call that outrageous." 

"I call it outrageous of him to assert that he has neither 
part nor lot in you. What authority, after all, has he for 
making such an assertion?" 

"He has good excuses, I suppose, and probably he is 

19* 
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not mistaken. But so long as you don't mind, I don't. 
Lord Forfar, I am sure, wouldn't" 

Sundry uncomplimentary remarks were then made 
about Lord Forfar, who doubtless deserved them. That 
Leonard altogether deserved the resentment which he had 
incurred seems less certain; but impartial outsiders must 
admit that he could hardly expect two young people whom 
he had been within an ace of permanently severing to be 
very fond of him. It is true that he expected no such 
thing. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 
VARIOUS THINGS COME TO AN END. 

Nobody of higher rank than the Marquis of Forfar 
being included in the house -party at Leonard's End, it 
devolved upon that nobleman to escort his hostess to the 
dining-room, and he signified his appreciation of the pri- 
vilege by bestowing a squeeze upon the finger-tips which 
she laid within his elbow. She was at a loss to account 
for his conciliatory and apologetic manner until they had 
seated themselves, when he took advantage of the hum of 
general conversation which immediately arose to whisper: 

"I was awfully sorry to leave you in that uncere- 
monious way this afternoon; but it occurred to me that I 
might just as well get the thing over and have done with it." 

"Yes?" said Muriel, still a little puzzled. 

"I mean I thought I had better have it out with Mrs. 
Bing. So I had it out with her, and she told me that I 
might go and drown myself, for anything she cared. Not 
over and above civil, but one doesn't look for civility under 
such circumstances, does one?" 

"I can imagine that one would not be very likely to 
get it." 

"Not from her, anyhow; she has a roughish tongue 
when she likes, I can tell you ! Well, she has been pretty 
expensive in one way and another," Lord Forfar went on, 
with pleasing candour; "so I don't think she has much to 
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complain about By the way, who was the youth who 
overtook us this afternoon just before she turned up?" 

"His name is Morant," Muriel answered. 

"So you mentioned at the time; his name doesn't make 
me any the wiser? Anything else to be said about him?" 

"Yes something rather interesting. But as it is more 
or less of a secret, you must promise, please, to treat this 
as a confidential communication." 

"Oh, all right," answered Lord Forfar, laughing. "I 
know what it is; the young beggar has had the cheek to 
propose to you." 

"He has; and I have had the — shall we call it the 
astounding folly? — to accept him." 

Thus dexterously did Muriel contrive to avert the 
scene which a man so little accustomed to control himself 
as Lord Forfar might have made, under different con- 
ditions, on hearing of his defeat. He could not, of course, 
make a scene at the dinner-table; but he did swear, and 
he overturned his wine-glass. During subsequent intervals 
he expressed whispered incredulity, was assured that there 
was no room for anything of the Kind, accused his neigh- 
bour of having brought him to Leonard's End upon a 
fooPs errand and finally declared that he should be off 
the very first thing in the morning. 

"After all, Tm indebted to you," he muttered savagely 
just before the ladies left the room; "for if you have done 
nothing else for me, you've at least given me a good ex- 
cuse to shunt Mrs. Bing." 

"So glad to have rendered you that small service," 
answered Muriel sweetly. 

Mrs. Bingham Browne, following the stream towards 
the doorway, surveyed her former admirer's lowering 
countenance and appeared to take in the situation at a 
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glance. She laughed aloud, exhibiting a double row of 
white, even teeth. 

"What's the matter, Forfar?" she asked. "Still got 
the hump because you were off shooting to-day? Cheer 
upl you may have better luck another time. It's always 
such a mistake to count your birds before you have brought 
them down, isn't it?" 

That, so far as Muriel was concerned, was the end of 
Lord Forfar, who was as good as his word and left before 
breakfast the following morning. Somewhat less satis- 
factory and less conclusive was the brief parley which she 
held with her nominal father ere retiring for the night. 
It was only then that Leonard, having been absent at a 
political meeting until the dinner- hour, became available 
for purposes of private intercourse, and he listened to what 
she had to tell him with apparent pleasure, although he 
was not demonstrative. He said: 

"I am very glad — very glad indeed. I most sincerely 
hope that you will be happy. You will not at first be 
rich; that is, you will not be able to keep the sort of 
establishment to which you have been accustomed; but I 
shall make the settlements that I should have made if — 
that I should have made in any case, and eventually you 
will be quite well off. I will see Harry Morant to- morrow 
and put all that in order." 

"I think," Muriel could not help returning, "you will 
find that Harry is not quite as keen about settlements as 
about the recognition which you so emphatically refuse 
me." 

"But surely the settlements imply recognition. What 
will be understoocl a recognition by everybody except 
ourselves, at anyrate." 

"I don't kn^w; possibly, when people hear that I am 



296 LORD LEONARD ITIE LUCKLESS. 

not to inherit your estates, it will be understood as imply- 
ing just exactly what it does imply. I am sure you won't 
suspect either Harry or me of greed; it is not the estates 
that we want. Only you must not be surpVised if he ap- 
pears to be rather ungrateful. Certainly, from your point 
of view, you are behaving with great generosity; but from 
ours, you see — well, from ours you are not." 

Leonard sighed. "Do you mean that you dispute the 
truth of what I have told you?" 

"You told me, I think, that a doubt might exist, al- 
though there was none in your own mind. But I am not 
complaining; I am merely trying to make you see that 
pecuniary generosity is not everything." 

To Leonard this seemed unreasonable. "I very much 
regret," said he, "that it should have been necessary for 
me to take you into my confidence at all. It never would 
have been necessary if I had exercised a little forethought; 
that, of course, I admit Still, as things have fallen out, 
you are none the worse off. I have always, you must re- 
member, been careful to make it clear to you that you 
would come into money, but not lands, on my death." 

"Only you have always assigned another motive." 

"I may have said that men are, in my opinion, more 
competent to manage large estates than women. It is a 
fact that that is my opinion." 

He resumed, after pacing to and fro for a minute, 
"You ask for what it is out of my power to give. If I 
could say that I believed you to be my daughter, or even 
that I believed in the possibility of your being my daughter, 
I would say so. For some reasons, I should be almost 
glad to say so." 

Only "almost!" Very visible were his sentiments ren- 
dered by that qualifying adverb, and perhaps Muriel forgot 
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that if he had been persistently chilling with her, she had 
manifested no warm affection for him. 

"Well," she answered, getting up, "we won't quarrel 
about it. We have never been given to quarrelling, have 
we?" 

"And I hope we never shall be. My wish is to be 
fair; I see your point, and I may yet feel it to be my duty 
to make your future husband my heir. Candidly, I do 
not think that I shall; but I may. However, I can at pre- 
sent give nothing in the nature even of a conditional pro- 
mise." 

He had to express himself in similar terms on the 
morrow, when he drove over to Woodside to seek out Harry 
and was received in preliminary audience by Harry's mother. 
Mrs. Morant, cordial and jubilant at first, grew a little re- 
proachful, as well as a little impatient, after he had been 
talking to her for a time. 

"All would be so simple if you didn't insist upon 
creating complications!" she exclaimed. "Is it really 
worth while at our age to complicate matters? The past 
is over and done with, and the present surely ought to 
belong to the young people, not to us!" 

"In the past," returned Leonard sadly, "which is over 
and done with, as you say, and which was not particularly 
happy for either of us, you were always more unselfish 
than I; you are so still, I daresay. But, constituted as I 
am, I can't, even for the sake of making the present 
smooth, put the future in pledge. The utmost I can say 
is that I will leave the question of inheritance provisionally 
open, and I must in honesty add — at all events, to you — 
that I still wish and expect Archie to succeed me at 
Leonard's End." 

"We must all hope," observed Mrs. Morant, with a 



298 LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

slight shrug of her shoulders, "that it may be many years 
before anybody succeeds you. I can't, of course, wish 
Archie to be placed in an invidious position, glad though 
I am th^t he has found such a staunch friend in you, and 
I can't help wishing that you saw your way to the more 
natural arrangement; but as for selfishness, I don't accuse 
you, and never have accused you, of that. You think a 
great deal more of others than you do of yourself; only — 
it seems to me that you so seldom realise what is best for 
others!" 

"Oh, I realise," Leonard answered, "that things would 
be more comfortable for everybody if I were to affect belief 
in what I know is not the truth; I realise that I am going 
to have a rather disagreeable quarter of an hour with 
Harry, when I might without difficulty have a pleasant 
one. All the same, I shall tell him what I have told you. 
There will be good settlements on his marriage day and 
there will be a large sum of money on the day when my 
will is read; but there will be neither overt acknowledgment 
nor overt denial on my part of Muriel's legitimacy." 

His quarter of an hour with Harry did not, after all, 
prove so very disagreeable; for the young man was quite 
respectful, quite good-humoured, quite appreciative of his 
future father-in-law's pecuniary liberality. With regard to 
Muriel's legitimacy, however, something had of necessity to 
be said, and upon this point Harry, though courteous, was 
firm and explicit 

"You may h^ve grounds for your suspicions. Lord 
Leonard," he remarked; "I don't pretend to be a judge of 
whether you have or not. All I know is that you have at 
least suspected one man wrongfully, and I take it that I, 
like the rest of the world, am entitled to call your daughter 
your daughter until it has been proved that she is not" 
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"Unquestionably you are," Leonard agreed, "and it is 
only through an unfortunate accident that I am obliged to 
speak to you about what you very naturally set down as 
mere suspicions. There will be no occasion, I hope, for 
us to allude to the subject again." 

Somehow, Leonard could not feel that he had come 
well out of the above amicable encounters. Neither by 
Mrs. Morant nor by her son had he been denounced as 
obstinate, unfair and wrong-headed; but that they both 
considered him to be all three was patent, and really they 
were not very much to blame for so considering him. It 
would, as Mrs. Morant had urged, have been so simple to 
steer clear of complications! And, when all was said, 
Archie did not want the inheritance which would in all 
probability be thrust upon him some day. 

What Archie wanted more than anything else at that 
particular moment was to perfect himself in the use of fire- 
arms. Leonard came across him presently in the garden, 
and he mentioned his requirement with the direct candour 
which belonged to his age and his temperament. 

"I say, you haven't such a thing as a rifle to lend me 
for a bit of practice, have you? It's all right about the 
Boers, you know. They're going to fight us, and I should 
like to make sure of being able to hit a house at five 
hundred yards before we wade in." 

"I doubt whether you could aim at this house with safety 
to its inhabitants or to the casual bystanders," answered 
Leonard; "I doubt still more whether the authorities would 
allow you to go into action with a rifle over your shoulder, 
and I am glad to say that I doubt most of all whether 
your services will ever be required against the Boers. No; 
I'm not going to lend you a rifle; but I'll tell you what 
I'll do; J'U drive you to the gunsmith's and buy you i re- 
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volver. Then we shall be able to test your capacities 
without risk of being arrested for culpable homicide." 

Archie willingly accepted this compromise, and in the 
company of the sole fellow-creature who never failed to 
set him at his ease Leonard managed to dismiss problems 
which, for the rest, demanded no immediate solution. The 
allies drove into the neighbouring town together, purchased 
their weapon, lunched at a pastry-cook's and, returning to 
a safe and secluded clearing in the woods, devoted the 
remainder of the day to riddling a pocket-handkerchief 
with bullets. During the intervals of shooting they con- 
versed, as was their wont, upon a wide range of topics; 
but only a few words were said respecting Harry and 
Muriel. The betrothal, Leonard announced, was an accom- 
plished fact, and when Archie had observed that he was 
jolly glad of that, the subject was dropped by mutual tacit 
consent. They understood one another, those two. 

The autumn of the year 1899, which, as may be 
remembered, was a fine and warm one, brought full mea- 
sure of satisfaction and enjoyment to the personages con- 
cerned in this narrative. The engaged lovers were, of 
course, supremely happy; Mrs. Morant was placidly con- 
tented; visitors were, for once in a way, conspicuous by 
their absence from the great house, which had never en- 
joyed a very high reputation for its partridge-shooting, and 
Leonard, accompanied only by Archie, set forth daily to 
walk up the birds across roots and stubble. It is recorded 
on one of the concluding pages of his lordship's diary that 
those were the happiest times of his whole life. Perhaps 
he forgot, as we are all apt to forget, on looking back, how 
they were saddened for him by the shadow ot an impend- 
ing and permanent loss. Permanent, his loss was, in one 
sense, bound to be; since boyhood is evanescent, and 



VARIOUS THINGS COME TO AN END. 3OI 

whoever might return to him at the end of two or three 
years, it could not assuredly be the same Archie who so 
cheerfully anticipated exile. Every day these quiet little 
tragedies are being exacted all over the crowded islands 
which give their name to our vast empire. We cannot 
keep our fledglings in the nest; we cannot even keep them 
near it; with heavy hearts and as stiff an upper lip as we 
can compass, we send them forth in an unending flight to 
the four quarters of the globe, knowing full well that we 
shall see them no more — that school days, holidays, irre- 
sponsible days are over and done with for ever. There is 
absolutely no help for it, and if England is to remain the 
great nation that we all wish her to be, we must submit 
without murmuring to that form of taxation, as to others. 
Only our hair turns grey and our cheeks become furrowed 
and we grow old before our time in the process. 

Leonard, who had no illusions and prided himself upon 
having none, foresaw the solitude which awaited him, fore- 
saw the excitements, the amusements, the distractions which 
awaited his juvenile crony, foresaw also the likelihood of 
his being clean forgotten. Was it wonderful that he was 
so strongly tempted to render actual oblivion at least im- 
possible? But he refrained. Most things, or the simulacra 
of them, can be purchased; only it is not worth while to 
buy what depends for its real value upon being a free gift. 
He shrank from saying to the boy "I am going to make a 
rich man of you one of these days; the least you can do 
in return is to let me hear from you sometimes." More- 
over, it was not yet a matter of certainty that he would do 
what he still desired and meant to do. So he put tempta- 
tion away frqm him. 

For the rest, Archie needed no bribes. Leonard had 
won his heart, which was a warm and faithful little organ; 
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if he was eager to be off to the wars, that was only be- 
cause he had the pluck and love of adventure which no- 
body could wish him to be without; if he took short and 
optimistic views of life, what other views could be expected 
of him at his age? As the time for him to depart drew 
near, he became rather sober and pensive; but he neither 
regretted nor affected to regret a prospect which drew 
frequent tears from his mother's eyes and perceptibly 
lengthened Leonard's long, melancholy visage. 

"It's beastly having to say good-bye," he confessed to 
the latter, on the occasion of their last talk together; "but 
it will be all the jollier to come home again, you know. 
And it is luck to get the chance of active service on one's 
first ship, isn't it?" 

Leonard nodded. "Oh, yes; it's luck — better luck than 
being a landed proprietor, and sitting on committees in 
the House of Lords, and writing stuff which nobody seems 
particularly eager to read. Only I wish I were going with 
you, Archie; I wish it had pleased Gk)d to let me stick to 
my own trade!" 

The boy laughed a little and patted him on the arm. 
"I know," he answered comprehensively. 

"Yes," Leonard went on, "you know; and you are the 
only human being who does, or ever has. Well — you'll 
write to me, won't you?" 

"Rather!" Archie promised. "And I shall be back 
in England before you know where you are. Then won't 
we just have ripping times together ! " 

Leonard looked down at his bright face with a great 
envy and affection and inarticulate yearning. There was 
so much that he would fain have said; there is always so 
much that we, who have grown old and have leamt to 
our cost and sorrow what an ugly business life is, would 
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fain say to our juniors at such times ! But we are helpless, 
as our fathers were before us; every d(^ must have his 
day, and every man must fight his own battles for himself. 
All that Leonard, whose voice was a trifle hoarse, could 
manage to get out at last was: 

"Be a gentleman, my dear boy. I know you will be 
that, though, and I am not afraid for you. We have been 
good friends and we have had good days, haven't we? 
Now the good days have come to an end; but there shall 
never, if I can help it, be an end to our friendship. And 
— and you must come back to me, Archie, for you are all 
I have in the world." 

By way of response, Archie suddenly smote his com- 
panion in the ribs. "I say, confound it!" he remonstrated, 
with simulated indignation, "you'll make me blub in a 
minute! Why — I believe you're almost blubbing yourself!" 
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CHAPTER XXVIIl. 
MOTHER AND DAUGHTER. 

The weakness of which Leonard, a man little given to 
displaying emotion, had been accused by his young friend 
was indulged in without disguise or restraint by Mrs. 
Morant when the time came for her to part with her boy. 
She wept like a fountain, and perhaps Archie's own blue 
eyes were not quite free from moisture at the last moment; 
for his mother had always been the best of mothers to 
him, as, to do her justice, she had been to all her chil- 
dren, and one of the conditions of life in the Navy is to 
have no home any more. Well, the train took him away, 
saluted by the waving of damp handkerchiefs on the part 
of his assembled family, and Mrs. Morant, sobbing in the 
corner of the brougham which a considerate friend of hers 
had provided to drive her home, gasped out: 

"Oh, I wish I hadn't let him go! — I wish I hadn't! I 
might have taken your offer; though it sounded so eccen- 
tric and — and unfair to others, and all! Still, I believe I 
should have accepted it if you had only insisted a little 
more!" 

Leonard, as need scarcely be said, had intended her 
to have the carriage to herself; but she had begged him 
to accompany her — "Because you understand, and because 
I know you won't mind my crying" — so there he was, and 
he understood very well. So well that he answered quietly: 

"It wouldn't have done for me to insist, after what 
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both you and Archie said. He might have regretted it 
afterwards if I had, and you unquestionably would. I fully 
admit that the project was a somewhat fantastic one, if I 
can't admit the unfairness which is already obvious to you 
and would have become more and more obvious. Probably 
all is for the best; anyhow, what is to be will be, whether 
we break our hearts over it or not. But you are not going 
to break your heart; you will be much better to-morrow 
and as cheerful as ever in a week." 

"I don't think it is very kind of you to say that," Mrs. 
Morant remonstrated, in a choking voice. 

Kind or otherwise, it was true. She had Harry and 
her daughters to console her; she had an approaching 
marriage of a highly satisfactory nature in the family to 
look forward to; she had to make the plans for her own 
future which that marriage necessitated; she was, in short, 
a busy woman, while she had many reasons for being a 
happy one. Leonard, who was without consolations, may 
be pardoned if in his sympathy there was a slight flavour 
of bitterness. He was without consolations and he sought 
none, submitting to fate with the silent stoicism which was 
the outcome, possibly in some measure the cause, of his 
grey, solitary life. Transient gleams of sunshine had at 
rare intervals illuminated that greyness; of these the last 
and best had now vanished, and he could not yet begin 
to count upon its ultimate return. Wandering through 
the mellowing woods about which faint echoes of Archie's 
fresh young voice and joyous laughter still seemed to 
hover, he was probably as lonely and forlorn a man as 
could have been found in all England. It is bad to leave 
those whom we love, but it is very much worse to be left 
behind by them, and Leonard, ever with a dull aching 
pain about the region of the heart, derived a sort of 

Lord Leonard. SO 
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miserable pleasure from revisiting the haunts which he 
would perhaps have done more wisely to avoid. The 
grassy shooting-drive where the boy had once challenged 
him to race a hundred yards and had delightedly out- 
stripped him, notwithstanding his superior length of limb; 
the beech-tree, scored with marks of revolver-bullets, upon 
which Archie had bestowed the name of "old Kruger;" 
the fence at the end of the park, which the cob had re- 
fused half a dozen times and over which he had at last 
hurled himself, with a grunt, very nearly disposing of his 
rider in the process, how mute, how eloquent, how dif- 
ferent, yet how inexorably, mournfully the same they all 
were! To stand gazing at such spots was like looking 
down upon so many corpses. There is in Leonard's journal 
a passage, very characteristic of the writer, which throws 
some light upon the depths of his rather morbid melan- 
choly at this juncture. 

"I suppose it is true," he says, "that crabbed age and 
youth cannot dwell together. Not as a permanent ar- 
rangement, anyhow. My dear boy and I were intimate 
and happy because we never had occasion to think much 
about the gulf that yawns between us, nor needed to 
bridge it over; but when he returns to me as a young 
man the case will be altered. There will be inevitable 
reticences on the one side, suppressed anxieties and mis- 
givings on the other; perhaps I shall still read his thoughts 
and feelings, having once been young myself; but he, not 
having been old, will only be able to guess at mine, and 
never again will he be as completely at his ease with me 
as of yore. One must recognise the unchangeable laws 
of nature and see things as they are. Fuimus! — ^the in- 
cident is closed." 

His strong desire for truth and his abhorrence of il- 
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lusions were apt to mislead him at times. They certainly 
appear to have done so with regard to Muriel, who was 
genuinely sorry for him, and who — being herself so happy 
— made tentative advances which were quite kindly and 
courteously repelled. If Leonard was sure of anything, 
he was sure that the girl had no sort of love for him; he 
does not seem to have perceived, save dimly and fitfully, 
that he had only himself to thank for that; he evidently 
disliked and set down as insincere tardy efforts at affec- 
tion to which he could not adequately or honestly re- 
spond. And Muriel did not persist. For conscience' sake 
and because something unwontedly pathetic about his 
aspect in those days touched her, she had tried to draw 
a little nearer to him; but since he preferred to be let 
alone, she let him alone. Her time and attention, more- 
over, were just then amply engaged. 

Soon a move was made to Grosvenor Place, it having 
been arranged that Muriel's wedding should take place in 
London, and preparations — sumptuary and other — for the 
ceremony being needful. It was on the day following this 
change of quarters that the girl startled Leonard a little 
by suddenly reminding him of a somewhat reluctant pro- 
»mise which she had extorted from him. 

"You said," she began, "that you would not object to 
my seeing my mother. Will you give me her address?" 

"Yes, if you make a point of it," he answered slowly; 
"but I should have thought that, upon the Whole, it would 
be better for you not to meet You cannot have much to 
say to one another, and you cannot, I am afraid, see any- 
thing of one another in the future." 

"She is my mother," Muriel observed. 

"Yes; and she chose to abandon you almost before 
you were out of your cradle. She is now professedly re- 

20* 
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pentant, whatever her repentance may be worth; but it 
seems to me that that abandonment must — for social pur- 
poses, at anyrate — be treated as final." 

"Well, she is my mother and I want to see her, even 
if it is only to be for once," Muriel persisted. "I think 
we may find a good deal to say to one another, notwith- 
standing all that has come and gone." 

They had plenty to say to one another when Muriel 
visited the house in Belgrave Road that afternoon and was 
tearfully embraced by the scented, powdered, elderly lady 
whose appearance might have shocked her, had she not 
been steeled against possible shocks by predetermined 
sjonpathy. Her mother, she conceived, had undoubtedly 
done things which she ought not to have done; but then 
her putative father had, on his side, left undone things 
which he ought to have done: it was not difficult to divine 
that a case might be made out for the so-called Mrs. Vane, 
nor was Mrs. Vane slow to defend herself. 

"My dearest child," said she — and the Creator of 
women only knows whether her emotion was simulated or 
not, but very likely it was not — "I have forfeited all claim 
upon you, and, sweet as it is of you to come to me, I 
should never have dreamt of asking you to do so. But 
you must not think that I have not always longed for you 
and always, since I began to pray at all, prayed for you. 
I sinned against your father in a way which nothing could, 
or ever can, condone; I have been punished as I have 
deserved to be punished, and I am far from complaining. 
Only you can understand, perhaps, that when I was young 
and had, alas! no religious principles, it was hard for me 
to resist temptation. You cannot have lived with your 
father all these years and failed to realise that it is not 
easy to live with him." 
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"He has made life with him easy for me in some 
ways," Muriel had the honesty to admit; "but he has never 
treated me like a daughter." 

"That I can well believe! You are my daughter, 
which is quite enough to make him hate and repudiate 
the idea of your being his own. He scarcely took the 
trouble to contradict me when I told him so at Brighton, 
and he only smiled when I tried to make him see the 
cruelty of visiting my offences upon your innocent head. 
He is so cold and so vindictive!" 

He was neither; but it was his misfortune that he im- 
pressed the majority of his fellow-mortals as being cer- 
tainly the former, if not the latter, while Muriel, naturally 
enough, deemed him to be both. 

"He has never treated me like a daughter," she re- 
peated, "and of course, until lately, my being always held 
at a distance has seemed to me rather inexplicable. Even 
now that all is explained, and when I must acknowledge 
that he has treated me, according to his lights, with 
generosity, I can't help wondering sometimes whether he 
is not doing both you and me an injustice." 

Mrs. Vane jumped at that leading suggestion. She 
was a lonely woman, desperately bored at times with her 
dull, decorous life, her few acquaintances, her total lack 
of friends; she was, after all, human, and therefore sus- 
ceptible of natural affections; finally, she was sharp enough 
to form a shrewd guess at the motive — conscious or un- 
conscious — of her daughter's visit. 

"He has been unjust from first to last!" she ex- 
claimed. "Mind you, I don't say that he was not per- 
fectly justified in divorcing me or that I have any right to 
blame him for ridding himself of a bad woman; but I do 
blame him for asserting what cannot be proved, and I do 
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blame him a little also for having helped to make me 
what I confess, to my shame, that I was. Shall I tell you 
the whole story of our marriage and its lamentable re- 
sults? Perhaps, if I did, you would feel some pity for 
your poor old wretch of a mother, though I can't ask or 
expect you to pardon her." 

She told the story — not in the least truthfully, yet with 
a strict adherence to facts which doubtless satisfied her 
conscience and enabled her to make use of requisite 
glosses and suppressions. There are always at least two ways 
of telling every imaginable story, and it is improbable that 
any human being since the world began has ever narrated 
his or her own in such a manner as to redound more 
than can be helped to his or her disadvantage. Leonard's 
betrothal to Juliet Vyse, his despair on being ruthlessly 
jilted by her, his impetuous transfer of allegiance to the 
humble governess who was at first sorry for him, then 
dazzled by him and his high position; his speedy disen- 
chantment and unconcealed indifference — all that sounded 
sufficiently plausible, and served to explain, if not to ex- 
cuse, the flighty conduct of his victim. "For I was fond 
of admiration in those days, my dear," Mrs. Vane de- 
murely avowed, "and I knew how to secure it. Now that 
I have done with personal vanity, and all the other vanities 
of this world, I may plainly say that very few men were 
able to resist me. Your father was one of them; Mr. 
Morant seemed for a time to be another. You see what 
form temptation took, and I must remind you again that 
I was unhappily without religious convictions of any kind 
to keep me straight" 

"But," began Muriel hesitatingly and apprehensively, 
"you are quite sure — " 

"Oh, absolutely sure!" the other returned, without 
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waiting for the conclusion of the query. "So ought your 
father to have been. But he was blinded, I suppose, by 
his detestation of me and his unwillingness to admit that 
you could belong to us both." 

The further query which Muriel would fain have put, 
yet could not bring herself to formulate, received almost 
immediate response. 

"Nevertheless, you do belong to us both," Mrs. Vane 
resumed. "He may think what he pleases, and, like many 
another man, he may have had cause for misgivings; but 
by every recognised law you are his child, and he has no 
right to affirm that you are not." 

Whatever ambiguity may have lurked in the above 
statement Muriel chose to ignore. There was, to be sure, 
a good deal connected with her mother's history which 
could by no possibility be ignored ; but she wanted, so far 
as it might lie in her power, to take her mother's part, 
and perhaps she likewise wanted to take her own. A 
stigma, more or less dishonouring to her and her future 
husband, had been placed upon her; no wonder she was 
anxious for its removal. Her mother's anxiety that it 
should be removed was perhaps less intelligible, since the 
latter realised, and indeed stated in so many words, that 
she could not hope to regain a position irrevocably for- 
feited; but it was not less fervent. 

"He must acknowledge you, and he shall!" the latter 
cried, at the end of a long talk in which Muriel specified 
her own grievance and Harry's. "He shall not publicly 
insult you by cutting you out of his estates, even if I have 
to go to him myself and dare him to do such a thing!" 

The method suggested did not sound like a par- 
ticularly promising one for dealing with a man of Lord 
Leonard's temperament, nor could Muriel advise its adop- 
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tion; but she determined to make a personal appeal, and 
this decision she carried into effect immediately on her 
return to Grosvenoi' Place, where, as it chanced, she en- 
countered Leonard at the door. 

"I have seen my mother," she announced, after they 
had entered the house together; whereupon he nodded 
interrogatively. 

"Yes, I have seen her, and I admit, as she does, that 
it will not be practicable for us to see one another often 
again. But I also think, as she does, that she has un- 
disputed offences enough to suffer for, without being 
charged with imaginary ones. When she claims that I am 
your child, as well as hers — " 

"Does she make that claim?" interrupted Leonard. 

"Would not the law and public opinion support her, 
if she did?" 

"The law undoubtedly would; I am not so sure about 
public opinion, which might be influenced by revelations 
on my part. But I thought you understood that I have 
not the slightest intention of making revelations and that 
I shall never, by word or act, disavow you." 

"Is not appointing an heir to your estates who is 
neither your supposed daughter nor your supposed son-in-, 
law tantamount to a disavowal?" Muriel asked, flushing a 
little. For she could not but feel how liable such a ques- 
tion was to be misinterpreted. 

Leonard, however, did not misinterpret it. He an- 
swered quietly and without displeasure, "We have not 
hitherto taken that view, have we? You take it now, not 
because you are covetous, but because you would so gladly, 
for Harry's sake, be what you are not And you try to 
fortify your case by enlisting the partisanship of your 
mother, who was once my wife. But don't you see that 
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I am powerless? — that no power on earth can make you 
what you are not, and what your mother knows as well 
as I do that you are not?" 

"You say that I am not what my mother says that I 
am," returned Muriel obstinately. "Are not all accused 
persons considered innocent until they have been proved 
guilty?" 

"Legally and in this country, that is so; abstract 
justice is another thing. We shall not get any nearer to 
mutual comprehension by obscuring the issue. But in- 
deed, although you do not understand me, I believe I 
understand you, and — may I say that I also heartily sym- 
pathise with you? There are things which I can never 
say, and perhaps — I don't know — there are things which 
I can never do. But I would do them if I could; I will 
do them if I can. More than that it is impossible for me 
to promise." 

He was visibly moved, and Muriel, albeit more than 
half persuaded that he was under a fixed delusion, re- 
cognised his reluctance to be cruel. Herself somewhat 
moved by his divination of incentives which had overcome 
her natural pride, she turned away, ending the colloquy 
with a sigh. "I could have been fond of him," she mused; 
"but he could never have become fond of me. That, 
whatever he may imagine, is his real reason for repudiat- 
ing me. After all, it is true, I suppose, that, feeling as he 
does, he is powerless." 

The diary furnishes confirmatory testimony. "It must 
not," writes the diarist, "be demanded of me now that I 
should make concessions which I have explicitly declared 
from the first that I did not mean to make. Surely it is 
enough, or should be, that Muriel will inherit a great deal 
more money that I could have left her if I had had a son! 
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Yet there is something in what she — and, I presume, Harry 
also — urges. Since I am seeking outside my own family 
for an heir, it will certainly seem a little odd, perhaps 
even a little sinister and significant, to select my son-in- 
law's younger brother, instead of himself. At moments I 
am almost inclined to give in; but then at once I say to 
myself, *No; hang it, I can't!* And whether this is be- 
cause Archie is like my son, while Muriel is so very un- 
like my daughter, or whether it is the result of an in- 
vincible, lifelong prejudice I have no idea. Perhaps I 
resemble President Kruger, with whom I am secretly, scan- 
dalously in sympathy. It was not reasonable of him to 
object to being cooked and eaten when we were willing 
to do this in the kindest and most considerate way; but 
he lays his foolish old ears back, as I lay back mine, and 
it may be that eventual discomfiture is in store for us 
both. Nevertheless — non possumusf* 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

IN DARK NOVEMBER. 

It would have been very unlike Leonard to find him- 
self in agreement with his party and the majority of his 
fellow-countrymen respecting the inevitable war which 
broke out in South Africa at this time. By his way of 
thinking, war was not inevitable and ought to have been 
avoided; rightly or wrongly, he was of opinion that it had 
been undertaken, not to say provoked, with an ignoble 
aim and on behalf of ignoble persons; it was contrary to 
all our traditions, he averred, to crush the life out of 
nationalities which asked for nothing but their independ- 
ence, and he could not see what the alleged misgovern- 
ment and corruption of such nationalities had to do with 
the question. He was, in short, as a member of the 
Ministry, to whom he imparted his views, impatiently told 
him, "no statesman," and the speech which he delivered 
in the House of Lords on the occasion of the brief autumn 
session would have seriously compromised his reputation 
and prospects, had he possessed either in a political sense. 
But it had long been recognised that Lord Leonard, though 
honest, was unpractical and impracticable. What use, in- 
deed, can be made of a man who, as a general rule, votes 
with his own side and, as an almost invariable rule, 
speaks against it? 

In private life his disqualifications, or at anyrate his 
perversities, were scarcely less conspicuous to those about 
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him, some of whom, nevertheless, could not refuse him 
their regard and esteem. Mrs. Morant, for one, felt for 
him, though he vexed and distressed her. Herself a good 
deal of an opportunist, she respected people who de- 
liberately made themselves and others uncomfortable for 
the sake of a principle, and she had always acknowledged 
that the man who had been in love with her once upon 
a time was amongst the most upright and honourable of 
his species. 

"But is it not rather a pity," she asked him, one after- 
noon, when she was giving him a cup of tea in the small 
private hotel in Mayfair where she had taken up her tem- 
porary residence, "to estrange Muriel, who, I know, would 
gladly be friends with you and who, after all, is your child 
in everybody's eyes, except your own?" 

"I don't wish to estrange her," he answered; "I have 
never wished to do so." 

"Well, you behave as if you did. You have been 
very generous to her with regard to money; of course she 
realises that, as we all must. But don't you think you 
might show a little more generosity in another direction?" 

Leonard shook his head. "You are asking me to tell 
a lie," he observed. "I can't do that." 

"I ask nothing of the sort," Mrs. Morant declared. 
"In the old days which you remember I knew many things 
which made me unhappy and which would have brought 
great unhappiness upon my children if I had chosen to 
talk about them; I don't think that I was guilty of false- 
hood because I preferred to keep my eyes and mouth 
closed. You are convinced that Muriel is not your daughter, 
and perhaps she is not; but surely you might spare her 
that announcement!" 

"I spared her as long as I could," Leonard answered. 
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"No doubt I was to blame in not ascertaining, as I might 
have done, that it was possible to spare her altogether; 
but that is a bygone blunder. I hardly know what you 
mean by saying that I announce anything now; I make 
no announcement." 

"You announce that you will virtually make one by 
your will." 

"What you mean is that you think I ought to appoint 
Harry instead of Archie. I may do so yet; I can't tell, 
and I know I can't make myself intelligible to you. But 
will you at least believe that I am anxious to do my duty 
to everybody?" 

Mrs. Morant had no difficulty in believing that, nor 
did she find him wholly unintelligible. At the same time, 
she wished, as his political friends did, that he were a 
little less hopelessly angular. Really, she thought, the 
general scheme of things requires that one should fit one's 
actions in some degree to unavoidable circumstances and 
make the best that can be made of an imperfect world. 
He came and sat with her a good deal in those days, 
and his conversation related for the most part to Archie, 
about whom she was willing enough to talk. Further efforts 
to bring about a better feeling between him and Muriel would, 
she perceived, be injudicious; so she bided her time. 

Those were dark days, both in an atmospheric and in 
a patriotic sense. The news of the battle of Talana Hill 
— "Majuba reversed," as the press exultantly called it — 
was speedily followed by disquieting reports; then came 
Elandslaagte, a victory indeed, but by no means a con- 
clusive one; then the retreat of our troops from Dundee, 
the disaster of Nicholson's Nek, the investment of Lady- 
smith and the somewhat dismayed discovery on the part 
of the British public that this war was going to be a very 
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serious business indeed. The British public, to be sure, 
remained confident of ultimate success, and so did Leonard, 
little though he liked the adventure. 

"Of course we shall beat the Boers," he said; "we 
simply can't afford not to beat them, now that we are in 
for it. But we shall have to pay a huge price in money 
and blood, we shall gain no national glory, we shaJl lose 
the respect of every civilised nation, and we shall find 
ourselves obliged to resort to compulsory service. A cam- 
paign of that sort is scarcely satisfactory to those who have 
not the good fortune to be combatants." 

He was cheered, as well as slightly perturbed, early 
in November by a letter from somebody who, if not already 
a combatant, hoped soon to become one. Archie wrote 
in great glee to say that a Naval Brigade was being formed 
to proceed to the front, that he was to be included in it 
and that, according to the general prediction, they would 
have their work cut out for them. 

"They can't do without us, you see; I told you they 
couldn't. Isn't it rare luck my being one of the snotties 
who are to be allowed a look in! I didn't expect it, be- 
cause of course I only joined such a short time ago; but 
I'm going to make the most of my chance, I can tell you ! 
That revolver you gave me is an awfully good weapon, 
and I make stunning practice with it now; so Mr. Boer 
had better mind his eye. Our job is to be the rehef of 
Kimberley, under Lord Methuen. It looks a jolly long 
way on tjie map; but there is a railway as far as a place 
called De Aar. After that I don't know; we shall have 
to foot it, I expect. I daresay the newspapers have told 
you more about the war than I can, because we don't 
hear much, and what we do hear generally turns out after- 
wards to be a lot of lies; but I'll write you a ripping long 
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account of my first battle. My love to everybody. I wish 
I could be at Harry's wedding, but in some ways it will 
be better fun out here, don't you think so?" 

"Oh, yes, I think so," answered Leonard aloud, with 
a dreary little laugh, as he restored this jubilant missive 
to its envelope. "Why am I not out there? Why shouldn't 
I go out there? — and get myself shot, by the mercy of 
Heaven! After a few more reverses, which we are as 
likely as not to encounter, the country will be shrieking 
for volunteers, and although volunteers will probably be 
quite useless, they are sure to respond in thousands. I 
wonder whether amongst all the thousands who are going 
to be butchered there is a single unit who will be less 
missed than I should be!" 

It has to be acknowledged that poor Leonard's removal 
would have caused no great blank in anybody's Ufe, save 
perhaps in Archie's. One afternoon, a few days before 
that appointed for the wedding ceremony, he was sitting 
in the room which served him as a study, somewhat more 
than usually oppressed by a sense of hopeless solitude, 
when the door was thrown open and, to his amazement, 
in sailed his former wife. 

"I refused to give my name," Mrs. Vane said; "I knew 
you wouldn't receive me if I did, and I had it upon my 
conscience to be received by you for this once. I hope 
it is not necessary for me to assure you that I have not 
come here with any intrusive or selfish purpose." 

Leonard politely placed a chair for her, while he him- 
self remained standing. "Your purpose," he replied, "stares 
me in the face. I quarrel neither with it nor with you; 
there is something to be said on behalf of both, no doubt. 
Only it does seem curious that you, of all people in the 
world, should press me for a concession which I cannot 
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make. Mrs. Morant I understand and Muriel I under- 
stand; they are naturally eager to give credence to a 
certain possibility, and they see no conclusive reason for 
its being an impossibility. But — we are alone, you and 
I. With what sort of a countenance can you ask me to 
state that Muriel is our child?" 

It was with an unmoved, unashamed and thickly 
powdered countenance that Mrs. Vane returned, "I told 
you at Brighton that my daughter might be your daughter 
— that I could not say she was not." 

"I remember your doing so, and I remember thinking 
it a little odd of you to do so. Is not this rather a waste 
of time and words? Of course we know what we know, 
you and I. Mrs. Morant stands upon firmer ground when 
she pleads the expediency of closed eyes and closed lips. 
Well, am I not closing mine?" 

"Not if you bequeath your estates to an outsider. The 
meaning of that will be evident to all the world." 

"I do not think so; but I must be excused if I decline 
to argue the point. I believe you are disinterested, and -I 
believe Muriel is disinterested; nevertheless, you go far be- 
yond what you are entitled to demand. All I can say is that 
I shall act in accordance with what I take to be my duty." 

Mrs. Vane jumped up in an abrupt rage. "Oh, what 
sickening rubbish!" she cried. "How you bring back old 
days to me with your solemn talk about duty and your de- 
termination to do just exactly what pleases you ! Why are 
you going to spoil this poor child's* life by bringing a sort 
of reflected disgrace upon her husband of which she will 
always be conscious and for which she will always more or 
less have to apologise? Because she is not your child? 
Not a bit of it! Because you have taken a sentimental 
fancy to the youngest boy of your old flame, because you 
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never quite got over your fondness for his rascal of a 
father, whom he is like in the face, they say, and because 
you hate Muriel for being my daughter. You profess to 
be fond of the truth — well, there it is for you!" 

Then she suddenly recollected herself and resumed, 
in more subdued accents: "I ought not to speak like that; 
no Christian ought to speak like that I beg your pardon. 
Lord Leonard. We are all of us miserable sinners, and 
our hearts are deceitful and desperately wicked. Yet even 
the words of a sinful and angry woman may be blessed 
to you, provided that you accept them in a humble and 
contrite spirit J£ you are bent upon doing an injustice, 
recognise it at least for what it is." 

What he did recognise, and in some degree admired, 
was her fiercely genuine maternal mstinct From the 
nature of the case she could be actuated by no other 
motive, he thought, and its somewhat belated awakening 
drew him, for the very first time in his life, into something 
like sympathy with her. There was, moreover, enough of 
truth in what she called the truth to increase his dis- 
quietude. For he was, as a matter of fact, very strongly 
bent upon making Archie his heir. He said: 

"You judge me, perhaps, rather more harshly than I 
deserve; but, on the other hand, I can't pretend to have 
judged you leniently. Let us try to part, if we can, with 
some sort of approach to mutual respect You do well 
to stand up for your child, and I see the force of what 
you urge; yet you might, with an effort, see that there is 
a case also for me. Admitting that I am predisposed in 
favour of one who is more dear to me than your child, 
that does not, to my mind, prove me to be unjust. I 
pledge myself to nothing; I can only promise that I shall 
never be guilty of intentional injustice to anybody and 

Lord Leonard* 21 
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that I will carefully consider the whole situation before I 
finally deal with it" 

"Oh, it is easy to understand what that means and 
easy to predict how you will finally deal with the situa- 
tion," returned Mrs. Vane, reverting to her former manner. 
"As for mutual respect, it stands to reason that you can 
have none for me, and I haven't, candidly speaking, a 
great deal for you. There is nothing to be gained by 
talking to you, though, and you will be glad to hear that 
I am now going away." 

He certainly was not sorry for that; although he was 
really sorry for her and still more so for Muriel, to whom, 
on the eve of her wedding he gave a magnifitent necklace 
and a kiss. The girl thanked him a little wistfully, say- 
ing, with a hint of tears in her voice: 

"You have been very good to me, and I don't think I 
have been very good to you. But I want you to know 
that I would have been if you had allowed me, and that 
I will be still if you ever want me and will ever allow me." 

The nuptial rites were solemnised, with all befitting 
pomp, at a fashionable church and were largely attended. 
Amongst the uninvited spectators Leonard caught a glimpse 
of the bride's mother, who wept effusively; but everybody 
else appeared to be quite happy and cheerful. After the 
subsequent reception in Grosvenor Place and the departure 
of the young couple, Mrs. Morant turned to her host 

"It has all gone off as well as possible," she remarked, 
with a satisfied sigh; "all I regret is your loneliness and 
bereavement. Because this must, say what you will, be a 
bereavement to you." 

"We will call it by that name, if you think we ought," 
Leonard replied, smiling gravely. "I may, at anyrate, 
accept with a clear conscience your sympathy with me in 
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my loneliness; for indeed, I suppose, there can hardly be 
a more lonely man in the world than I." 

Mrs. Morant refrained from observing that he could 
become less so just as soon as he should choose. He would 
find that out for himself in due time, she thought, and the 
advent of a grandson would set everything right. If, in 
the sequel, Archie should come into a substantial legacy, 
so much the better; but the laws of nature dictated, and 
would doubtless bring to pass, Harry's heritage of acres 
which ought surely to belong to his descendants. 

Leonard himself was not of that opinion, although his 
eyes also were open to probable future events, and although 
he was perfectly conscious of how perverse he must appear 
to those who would gladly have done what in them lay to 
cheer his solitude. But to tell the honest truth (and it 
was always his endeavour to do and think that), he did 
not want their companionship. What he did, after a list- 
less, undecided fashion, want was to get away to sea; but 
November yachting is a scarcely possible pastime in these 
latitudes, and it seemed hardly worth while to fit out for a 
Mediterranean cruise. Moreover, he was anxious to obtain 
the latest intelligence from the seat of war, which might 
at any moment become of more than public and patriotic 
interest to him. Chiefly on that account, therefore, he re- 
mained in London, where the news of Lord Methuen's first 
engagement with the enemy brought to him, as to thou- 
sands of others, mingled relief and apprehension. A suc- 
cess, it seemed, had been achieved; but a very slight and 
dearly bought one, while it was evident that another battle, 
perhaps several other battles, must be fought before the 
siege of Kimberley could be raised. The present writer 
chanced upon Lord Leonard in Pall Mall one afternoon 
at this time, and was struck by his haggard, harassed 
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aspect. A word or two passed with reference to the 
literary matters which had brought about an intimacy be- 
tween him and the present writer; but these he soon 
waved aside, with an impatient gesture. 

"I can think about nothing but this ghastly war," he 
said; "I think about it until my nerves go all to pieces. 
God knows whether we aren't upon the brink of a great 
disaster; personally, I almost fear that we are. Doesn't it 
make you feel like a miserable coward to be here, doing 
nothing at all, while our poor fellows are being shot down 
from behind rocks? No; not you; you're a family man; 
you are bound to stay at home and — and write reassuring 
articles for the papers, I suppose. But why, in Heaven's 
name, am I not upon the spot? I shouldn't be of much 
use if I were, you say? Well, I shouldn't be of much use; 
but I beheve I shall have to go, all the same. Think of 
all those young men and boys in the thick of it! And 
they're killing them, you know — they're killing them!" 

He spoke with an agitation and a suppressed anguish 
in his voice and eyes curiously unlike him; for he was, as 
a general rule, the quietest and most outwardly impassive of 
men. Obviously he had, as he confessed, lost control 
over his nerves, and he paid little heed to soothing predic- 
tions which have since been proved to be fairly accurate. 

It must have been on the following day that he reached 
his club just after the telegram announcing the victory of 
Graspan had been affixed to the board in the hall round 
which a crowd of members had gathered. He hastily read, 
as they did, how the heights which the Boers had occupied 
had been gallantly stormed and the day won by the Naval 
Brigade; after which he looked down, with a throbbing 
heart, at the names of the officers who had fallen. The 
last of these was "Midshipman A. Morant." He stared for 
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a moment at the words, which stared pitilessly, inexorably 
back at him; then he turned and walked silently out of 
the club. 

Why do such things happen? Why do such cruel, 
stupid, purposeless things happen? There is no answer — 
though many are essayed by the well-meaning — there never 
will be any answer; and such things happen daily, and 
suns rise and set, and generations pass away, with their 
tears and their laughter, to be succeeded by other genera- 
tions as light-hearted and as afflicted. But if the world 
does not come to an end, if sorrow and suffering do not 
come to an end, we at least do. Only some of us have 
to wait rather a long time for our release. 

"It is as if I had known all along that this was coming," 
Leonard writes — and his handwriting, for once, is barely 
legible — under date of the same evening. "Before I saw 
my boy's name I knew that I was going to see it. His last 
letter is in front of me as I sit here alone; it is full of life 
and jollity. He has made some mistakes in spelling, for 
which I remember that I scolded him when I answered. 
He will write me no more letters, I shall never see his 
face, never hear his voice again. He was all I had. Deus, 
Dens mens, quare me dereliquisii!" 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

RELEASE. 

Mrs. Morant's grief at the death of her boy was 
pitiable to witness and impossible to assuage. She had 
loved him — or, at anyrate, now that she had lost him, she 
thought she had — more than the other children who strove 
in vain to comfort her, and what added sharpness to a 
sorrow already well-nigh unbearable was the remorseful 
thought that she might, had it so pleased her, have kept 
him alive. 

"Ah, why didn't I let you have your way!" she cried, 
wringing her hands, to Leonard, the only person, with the 
exception of her daughters, whom she would consent to 
receive. "Heaven gave me that chance of saving him, 
and I blindly threw it away! I shall never forgive myself 
to the day of my own death!" 

Leonard answered, as he had answered once before, 
"You would have regretted letting me have my way. So 
would he, I think. The thing was to be; but even if it 
could have been averted you would not have known that 
you had averted it and you would have reproached your- 
self for a longer time — perhaps with better reason too — 
than you are doing now. We cannot control our own 
destinies, much less those of others. What is to be will be." 

He was himself curiously quiet and composed; thereby 
surprising and disappointing Mrs. Morant, who thought 
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that he might have shown a little more feeling, but who 
found, nevertheless, a good deal of solace in his company. 
He sat frequently with her during those miserable days; 
he was very kind and patient with her; if he did not say 
much, he managed to convey to her the consoling im- 
pression that she could say as much as she liked and 
weep to her heart's content. To be allowed to do so was 
the best thing for her, he told her daughters, and his sole 
wish seemed to be that the best that could be done for 
her should be done. She must have hurt him with her 
heartbroken ejaculations and her reminiscences of Archie's 
childhood; the spectacle of a distress at once so violent 
and so visibly ephemeral cannot but have embittered his 
own, which was of a very different order; but the fact 
probably was that neither she nor anybody else had power 
to hurt him greatly. Prometheus, chained to his rock^ 
with the eagle tearing at his vitals, would scarcely have 
felt or noticed casual stabs. 

Muriel, who, with her husband, hastened home from 
the shores of the Mediterranean on hearing the sad news, 
was so sorry for him that she threw pride to the winds 
and told him, in simple, direct language, how very sorry 
she was. He looked at her when she said that, saw that 
she was speaking the truth, and was infinitely touched. 

"Ah, you understand," said he. 

"Oh, but of course I do!" she exclaimed, with tears 
in her eyes; "of course I understand that he was a son to 
you, and that nobody can ever take his place or attempt 
to take his place. But won't you let me make what re- 
paration I can for all the years in which I have misunder- 
stood — perhaps rather wilfully misunderstood — you?" 

"My dear," he answered, patting her on the shoulder, 
"you owe me no reparation; if there has been wilfulness, 
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it has been on my side, I am afraid, not on yours, and 
it is too late for fresh starts. But there is a species of 
reparation which may be your due and which circum- 
stances, anyhow, leave me no choice but to make. I have 
just executed a new will, under which Harry will succeed 
to the whole of my landed property when I die. He is, 
so to speak, Archie's heir, as well as mine, you see." 

"And he is my husband," Muriel remarked, after a 
pause. 

"Yes; that will of course be the ostensible explanation. 
* It is an ill wind that blows nobody any good.*" 

His words were singularly ungracious; but his face and 
voice contradicted them. If he would not acknowledge 
that Muriel was his daughter, he could and did admit 
that her behaviour was that of a daughter, and he became 
-—so he says in his diary — not only grateful to her, but 
fond of her. She, for her part, had always been fond of 
him, had always looked upon him as her father, though 
she had, not unnaturally, resented his coldness. That 
she and the few others who were in his secret should soon 
have persuaded themselves that he was really what he 
passed for being, and should have learned to regard the 
attitude which he took up with reference to that question 
as the result of an invincible hallucination, was scarcely 
surprising. It was never again alluded to between them 
during an intercourse which remained friendly and affec- 
tionate up to the last. 

"I hope," he resumed, "that you and Harry will con- 
sent to come and live with me at Leonard's End. If I 
were to follow my inclination, I would abdicate in your 
favour to-morrow; but I have a feeling that no man has 
any business to abdicate. I don't think, however, that 
you will find me much in your way." 
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He had a plan for getting, at least temporarily, out of 
their way and out of everybody's way which many men 
of his dass and position were adopting at that time. Hold- 
ing, as he did, a commission in the Yeomanry of his 
county, his application for employment in Soutii Africa 
was not likely to be refused, nor was it refused. But here, 
as always, his bad luck intervened, and the doctors would 
not pass him. Symptoms which had hitherto been pro- 
nounced unimportant were now said to indicate an organic 
affection of the heart; he was absolutely forbidden to 
proceed on active service, and was even warned that his 
life was a very precarious one. 

"I suppose," he writes, "those worthy practitioners who 
wagged their heads over me so gravely and sympathisingly 
did not suspect that they were offering me a consolation 
for a disappointment. TTie worst of it is that I have dif- 
ficulty in believing them ; for I do not feel ill. No human 
being, it is said, ever really wishes for death; but either 
that must be a false statement or else all the people who 
commit suicide every year must be out of their minds. I 
am certainly not mad; yet I would put an end to myself 
here and now, were it not that I feel bound to endure 
whatever ordeal may be imposed upon me. It is curious 
that, although I have no desire for immortality, nor any 
fear of hell, nor any longing, save for rest and oblivion, 
it should be a thing quite impossible to me to take my 
own life." 

One is half inclined to wonder, afler perusing that long 
script of his — a confession written almost uninterruptedly 
in a minor key from start to finish — why he should have 
hesitated. But it has to be remembered that he was a 
brave man, and it would appear that he was also, in his 
way, a religious one. "The methods which the Creator 
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uses with us, tx) whom He has granted this spell of con- 
scious existence are past finding out," he remarks some- 
where; "all we know is that we must needs bow our heads 
and take what comes. It is childish to fly into a passion 
and contemptible to sit down and cry. Let us at least 
preserve our self-respect, happen what may." 

Early in the spring he went off, all by himself, for a 
prolonged yachting -cruise and was absent from England 
for many months. 

In compliance with his repeatedly expressed wish, and 
perhaps a little against their own, Harry and Muriel estab- 
lished themselves at Leonard's End, which became and 
has remained, their home. The arrangement had its ob- 
vious drawbacks; but, since he desired it so strongly, they 
yielded, as a matter of duty, and were rewarded in the 
sequel by practically undisturbed possession of the place. 
For very soon after he returned in the autumn he grew 
aware of a well-nigh intolerable distaste for his old home. 
There were certain duties connected with his position which 
he had to discharge, and he discharged them; but the 
majority, he found, could be delegated, without injuring 
anybody, to his daughter or his son-in-law; so he pleaded 
other business and betook himself to London, where he spent 
the beginning of the winter. His diary records the relief 
that he experienced on quitting scenes associated with the 
many sorrows and few joys of his life; he adds a confident 
hope that he will never be compelled to revisit them. His 
health was by this time in a condition which the doctors 
plainly called alarming, but which caused him no alarm, 
nor apparently aroused any amongst his belongings, from 
whom he concealed the fact that he had had two sharp 
attacks of angina pectoris. To the present writer, wiUi 
whom he was just then brought into frequent relations, he 
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spoke abruptly and quite frankly upon the subject one 
day. 

"I am going to die before long," he said, "and I want 
you, after I am gone, to go carefully through my manu- 
scripts, published and unpublished. Some of them, I 
think, may be found worthy of outlasting me, eh?" 

This was said with a glance of appeal so humble and 
wistful that no ordinarily humane person could have re- 
fused him the reply for which he asked. It is, moreover, 
true that many of his essays and a few of his verses de- 
serve to live. Whether they will do or not is, of course, 
another question. The conventional, obligatory expression 
of a hope that he was not really as ill as he looked drew 
from him one of those quiet laughs which are sadder than 
tears. 

"My dear fellow," said he, "when you have read the 
autobiography which I mean you to read as soon as the 
breath is out of my body, you will understand that the 
one stroke of luck I have had since I first began to breathe 
has been a diseased heart. There will be other things 
which I daresay you won't understand, and which cannot 
be explained, unless perchance they explain themselves to 
some readers; but what will be patent to you and every- 
body else will be that it was high time for me to cease 
breathing." 

The birth of a son to Muriel and an heir to his estates 
did not attract him down to Leonard's End, and he was 
content to receive assurances that all was going well with 
mother and child from Mrs. Morant, who had been sum- 
moned thither for the event. Verbal assurances to the 
same effect reached him later from the same source; for 
Mrs. Morant had decided to take up her abode in Lon- 
don, where she had many friends and where, despite her 
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deep mourning, she was beginning to see a good deal of 
them in a quiet way. Shortly after Christmas she was 
persuaded to sing at a great concert organised by charit- 
able ladies in aid of one of the numerous warfunds, and 
a pathetic interest attached to her appearance on the oc- 
casion by reason of the known circumstance that she had 
lost a son in the earlier stages of the conflict. Moreover, 
she sang extremely well; so that the ovation which she re- 
ceived before retiring from the platform was perhaps as 
much a tribute to her gifts as an evidence of public sym- 
pathy. Leonard, who was amongst the audience, watdied 
her, with his chin in his hand and an unfathomable ex- 
pression in his dark eyes. Possibly he was wondering how 
she could do it; but more probably he was only envying 
her, as he had often envied her before. Hers was the 
right sort of temperament for commerce with the world 
and his was the wrong one; he had long ago perceived 
that and had admired in her a certain vitality and coura- 
geous acceptance of fate which were beyond his attain- 
ment. 

Nevertheless, she thought him rather harsh and unkind 
when, on the way out, the surging crowd brought them 
into abrupt proximity. She was a little excited and elated 
at the moment, a Royal personage having just summoned 
her and having said a few amiable, appropriate words; 
her colour was slightly heightened, her eyes were spark- 
ling, she looked very handsome and almost young; she was 
laughing and talking with some of her acquaintances, 
whose duty and pleasure it was to congratulate her. Then 
on a sudden she caught sight of Leonard's sallow, mourn- 
ful countenance, which seemed to embody a mute reproach. 

"I couldn't help it," she whispered, half apologetically, 
half impatiently, in his ear; "they insisted upon my sing- 
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ing for them; it would have been churlish and selfish to 
refuse, considering that the object was what it is. But 
you must not think that I ever forget." 

"I think you sometimes forget," he answered curtly, 
"and I think that that is the very best thing you can do. 
What is the use of always remembering? Die Klage, sie 
wecket die Toten nicht auf. The main thing, I suppose, 
is to do one's duty by the living, and if one can manage 
to enjoy doing it, so much the better." 

"That is not really your opinion," she returned resent- 
fully; "your real opinion is that resignation is a con- 
temptible sort of virtue, if indeed it be a virtue at all. I 
don't myself see how one is to do one's duty by the living 
without at least appearing to enjoy doing it; but you, I 
know, hold different views, and I hardly venture to hope 
that you will ever so much as simulate an interest in the 
unoffending child who is your grandson, as well as mine. 
So much the worse for you, I can't help thinking." 

She was afterwards sorry that she had betrayed a not 
unnatural irritation; for she never saw Lord Leonard again. 
His servant found him, the next morning, lying on his face 
beside his writing-table, and the hastily-summoned doctor 
pronounced that life had been extinct for many hours. It 
was stated at the subsequent inquest that the complaint 
from which he had suffered terminated in most cases like 
that, and it was added, for the comfort and consolation of 
the relatives, that he must, had he lived longer, have been 
called upon to endure attacks of violent pain. The last 
words of his diary, which were written on the last night 
of his life, may be given here without alteration or ex- 
cision. 

"It is more than a year since my dear boy was killed 
out there in South Africa, and a year is a long time. I 
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have just returned from hearing his mother sing at the 
Albert Hall before I know not how many hundreds or 
thousands of people; she had a well-kieserved triumph. 
After the thing was over I met her on the stairs, and be- 
cause, as usual, I did not contrive to express myself pro- 
perly, she thought I was angry with her for being in good 
spirits. I was not in the least angry; I don't wish her, or 
anybody else, to feel as I do; I quite recognise that those 
who have still a part to play in the world cannot, and 
ought not to, feel as I do. But I thank God that my part 
in this world is near an end. Not that I am conscious 
of being worse than usual to-night. There is perhaps a 
slightly increased difficulty in respiration, which compels 
me to sit here by the open window, instead of going to 
bed, though the night is cold and frosty; but that is all. 

"I had a kindly little scribble in pencil this morning 
from Muriel — the first that she has been allowed to at- 
tempt, she says. She seems to be very happy. Juliet re- 
proached me just now for taking no interest in tie baby, 
whom of course she calls my grandson. Alas! it is too 
true that I take but a faint interest in him, and I am glad 
that there is so little probability of my having, as she 
phrases it, to * simulate' one. I have always been such a 
poor hand at simulation. 

"The photograph of Archie in cricketing flannels, which 
stands before me on my writing-table, has a little the air 
of beckoning to me. He seems to say *Come along out 
of this, old man; they don't want us here. Let's be off 
and have a ripping tipae together, as we used.' 

"Ah, no! we have done with 'ripping times,' he and 
I; we have 'finished joy and moan;' for us there will be 
no more cricket, no more rides, no more shooting; we 
shall meet no more and part no more. And yet — is it 
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credible that all these millions of human beings around 
me were created for a little merriment, a good deal of 
sorrow, and then final extinction? As I sit here, all alone, 
staring up at the eternal stars which twinkle faintly through 
a veil of mist and smoke, I can't but think that somehow, 
some time, in some unimaginable way, all will yet be well 
with us. 

" * My breath to Heaven like vapour goes. 
May my soul follow soon ! ' " 



THE END. 
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and Champagne. M. Betham-Edwards has 
studied her France well. The descriptions 
are always true to life, and bring the scenes 
she depicts vividly before the mind's eye. 

The Hole in the Wall. By 

Arthur Morrison. IV.-3605. 

This time Mr. Morrison takes us to the 
slums and docks of modem Babylon. 
Grandfather Nat is an excellent portrait, 
and the grisly story is fascinating and 
Uirilling throughout. 

Holy Matrimony. By Doro- 
thea Gerard (Mme. Longard 
DE Longgarde). I vol. - 3 604. 

The authoress initiates a crusade against 
the unnecessary luxury of the life of the 
middle classes. A clever and interesting 
story which carries its moral well. 
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The Vultures. By Henry 
Seton Merriman. I v. -3603. 

The " Vultures " are those Foreign Of- 
fice emiisaries known in some countries as 
** Secret Service Agents." The scene of 
the story is laid mostly in Russia, and deals 
with the third and abortive rising of the 
Poles. 

"Temporal Power." By Ma- 
rie Corelli. 2 vols.- 3601/2. 

The story of a King who tries to iden- 
tify himself with his own people, and of a 
Crown Prince who refuses to be bound by 
the shackles of his high position. There is 
plenty of interest in £e story, and the so- 
cialists and their meetings are weU de- 
scribed. 

" Honey." By Helen Mathers. 
I vol. -3 600. 

The delightful heroine is a girl in- 
fatuated with a scoundrel. The right man 
appears on the scene early, but he only 
comes to his own through many tribulations. 
The authoress writes as prettily as ovot. 

The Grand Babylon HoteL 
By A. Bennett, i V0I.-3599* 

An excellent and exciting story 1^ anew 
author, describing some m^^sterious happen- 
ings in a great and fasmonable London 
hotel, and including the kidnapping of a 
minor European Prmce. 

The Just and the Unjust 

BylLBAGOT. 2 V.-3597/98. 

A book of real peofJe of the present 
day, and incidentally an excellent skit on 
so-caUed "smart" Society. The scene is 
laid in England, and the story is clever as 
well as interesting. 

The New Christians. By 
Percy White, i vol.- 3596. 

Mr. White paints the preposterous mo- 
dem religious sects with a brush dipped in 
caustic. The book makes excellent reading* 
and contains both humour and pathos. 



A Girl of the Multitude. By 
W. R. H. Trowbridge, author 
of "The Letters of Her Mother 
to Elizabeth." i vol.- 3595. 

The scene is laid in France in tiie time 
of the Great Terror. Man;^ of the incidents 
of the Revolution are vividly and drama- 
tically drawn, and the heroine is not en- 
tirely fictitious. 

Schoolgiris of To-day, etc. 
By F. C. Philips, i v.- 3594. 

A series of excellent sketches written in 
a humorous vein. The most depressed 
reader would have to smile at the stoiy of 
"Aimata." 

A Damsel or Two. By Frank 
FrankfortMoore. IV.-3593. 

There is a special attraction about 
nearly all the young women Mr. Ifoore so 
cunningly portrays, and the heroines of his 
latest romance are no exception to the 
rule. The book abounds in clever dialogue. 

The Epistles of Atkins. By 
James Milne, i vol. -3592. 

Extracts from letters of die British sol- 
dier written from the battlefields of South 
Africa, and giving us a very vivid picture 
of Thomas Atkins both in and out of action, 
moving us alternately to tears and laughter, 

A Double-Barrelled Detec- 
tive Story, etc. By Mark 
Twain, i vol. -3591. 

The volume contains three hnmorons 
tales, in the first of which Sherlock Holmes 
appears and » dulv made fun of, and an 
ironical *' defence'' of General Funston. 
The hand of the great American £ivourits 
has not lost its cunning. 

Those Delightful Ameri- 
cans. By Mrs. Everard 
Cotes, i vol. -3590. 

Mrs. Cotes describes a visit to our 
American cousins in a delightfully Iweezy 
fashion. The reputation they have so fairly 
earned in the world for hospitality and 
kindness to the stranger bv no means su£Fers 
at her hands. The booJt is cleverly and 
humorously written. 
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Rev. W. Adams, f ^ 
Sacred Allegories z v. 

Grace Aguilar, f 1847. 
Home Influence 2 v. — The Mother's 
Recompense 2 v. 

Hamilton ATd6. 
Rita I V. — Carr of Carrlyon 2 v. — The 
Marstons 2 v. — In that State of Life x v. — 
Morals and Mysteries x ▼. — Penruddocke 
2 V. — "A nine Days* Wonder" x v. — 
Poet and Peer 2 v. — Introduced to Society 

X V. 

W. Harrison Ainsworth, f 1882. 
Windsor Castle x v. — Saint James's x v. 
— Jack Sheppard (with Portrait) it. — 
The Lancashire Witches 2 v. — The Star- 
Chamber 2 v. — The Flitch of Bacon x ▼. — 
The Spendthrift x ▼. — Mervyn Clitheroe 
2 ▼. — Ovingdcan Grange i v. — The Con- 
stable of Ae Tower x v. — The Lord 
Mayor of London 2 v. — Cardinal Pole 
2 V. — John Law 2 v. — The Spanish 
Match 2 V. — The Constable de Bourbon 
2 V. — Old Court 2 T. — Myddleton Pom- 
fret 2 V. — The South-Sea Bubble 2 v. — 
Hilary St. Ives 2 v. — Talbot Harland 

1 V. — Tower Hill x v. — Boscobel 2 v. — 
The Good Old Times 2 v.— Merry £ng* 
land 2 V. —The Goldsmith's Wife 2 v. — 
Preston Fight 2 v. — Chetwynd Calvorley 

2 T. — The Leaguer of Lathom 2 v. — 
The Fall of Somerset 2 v. — Beatrice 
Tyldesley 2 v. — Beau Nash 2 ▼. — Stanley 
Brereton 2 v. 

Louisa M. Alcott (Am.), f ^^S^- 

Little Women 2 v. — Little Men x v. — 

An Old-Fashioned Girl x v. -> Jo's Boys 

X V. 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich (Am.). 

Maijorie Daw and other Tales z v. — 
The Stillwater Tragedy it. 

Mrs. Alexander (Hector), -j- 1902. 

A Second Life 3 V. — By Woman's Wit 

X V. — Mona's Choice 2 v, — A Life In- 



terest 2 V. — A Crooked Path 2 v. — Blind 
Fate 2 V. — A Woman's Heart 2 ▼. — For 
His Sake s v. — The Snare of the Fowler 
2 V. — Found Wanting 2 v. — A Ward in 
Chancery x v. — A Choice of Evils 2 ▼. — 
A Fight with Fate 2 v. ~ A Winning 
Hasard x v. — A Golden Autumn x v. — 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor x ▼.— Barbara, 
Lady's Maid and Peeress x t. —The Cost 
of Her Pride 2 t. — Brown, V. C. x v. — 
Through Fire to Fortune x v. — A Missing 
Hero X V. — The Yellow Fiend x v. — 
Stronger than Love 2 v. 

Alice, Grand-Duchess of Hesse, 

Letters to Her Majesty the Queen 
(with Portrait). With a Memoir by H. 
R. H. Princess Christian 2 ▼. 

Lizzie AUdridge. 
By Love and Law 2 v. — The World she 
awoke in 2 v. 

Grant Allen, f 1899. 
The Woman who did x v. 

Author of "All for Greed" 
(Baroness de Bury). 
All for Greed x v. — Love ttie Avenger 

F. Anstey (Guthrie). 
The Giant's Robe 2 v. — AFallen Idol 
X V. — The Pariah 3 v. — The Talking 
Horse and other Tales x v. — Voces 
Populi (First and Second Series) x v. — 
The Brass Bottle x v. — A Bayard from 
Bengal x v. 

Mrs.Argles, vide Mrs.Hungerford. 

Author of "The Aristocrats," vide 

Gertrude Atherton. 

Sir Edwin Arnold. 
The Light of Asia (with Portrait) x t. 

Matthew Arnold, -f 1888. 
Essays in Criticism 2 v. — Essays in 
Criticism (Second Series) i v« 
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Gertrude Atherton (Am.). 
American Wives and English Husbands 
IV. — The Califomians x v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
North 2 V. — The Doomswoman i v. — Tlie 
Aristocrats i v. 

Jane Austen, \ 181 7. 

Sense and Sensibility x v. — Mansfield 
Park IV. — Pride and Prejudice x v. — 
Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion x v. — 
Emma x v. 

Author of ''Autobiography of 

Lutfullah/' vide £. B. Eastwick. 

Richard Bagot 

A Roman Mystery 2 v. — Casting of 
Nets 2 V. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. — 
Donna Diana 2 v» 

S. Baring- Gould. 

Mehalah it. — John Herring 2 v. — 
Court Royal 2 v. 

Lady Barker (Lady Broome). 

Station Life in New Zealand i v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
IV. — A Year's Housekeeping in South 
Africa XV. — Letters to Gmy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues x v. 
Frank Barrett 

The Smuggler's Secret i ▼. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v. 

J. M. Barrie.^ 
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy IV. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. "^ 

Author of " Miss Bayle's 
Romance," vide W. Fraser Rae. 
Rev. Robert H. Ba3me8. 
Lyra Anglicana, Hymns and Sacred 
Songs X V. 

Lord Beacpnsfield, vide Disraeli. 
Averil Beaumont p^rs. Hunt). 

Thomicrofit's Model 2 v. 

Currer Bell (Charlotte Bronte- 
Mrs. NichoUs), t 1855. 

Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 ▼. — Villette 
2 v. — The Professor i v. 
Ellis & Acton Bell (Emily, f 1848, 
and Anne, f 1849, BrontS). 

Wuthering Heignts, andAgnesGrey 2 v. 
Edward Bellamy (Am.), f 1898. 

Looking Backward x v. 

Frank Lee Benedict (Am.). 
St. Simon's Niece 2 ▼« 



* Arnold Bennett. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel x v. 

£. F. Benson. 
Dodo X V. — The Rttbicon x v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop x v. 

Sir Walter Besant, \ 1901. 
The Revolt of Man x v. — Dorothy 
Forster 2 v. — Children of Gibeon 2 v. — 
The World went very well Aen 2 v. — 
Katharine Regina x v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 
— The Inner House i v. — The Bell of 
St. Paul's 2 V. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 V. — Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver- 
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. i v. — 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2'v. — A Fountain 
Sealed x v. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
The Fourth Generation x v. — The Lad^ 
of Lynn 2 v. 

Sir Walter Besant, f 190 1, 
& James Rice, f 1882. 
The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia's Arbour 
2 V. 

M. Betham- Edwards. 
The Sylvestres i v. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled i v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes IV. — Disarmed i v. — Doctor 
Jacob IV. — Pearla x v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted x v. —The Parting of the Ways 
IV. — For One and the World i v. — 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
I V. — France of To-day i v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew x v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions XV. — The Curb of Honour x v. — 
France of To-day {Second Series) i v. — A 
Romance of Dijon x v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte I V. —A Storm-Rent Sky i v. — 
Reminiscences i v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest i v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, 1875 — 1899 I V. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship IV. — Mock Beggars' Hall x v. •— 
East of Paris i v. 

Ambrose Bierce (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life x v. 

Mabel C Birchenouglu 

PQtsherds x v. 

£. Bisland, v, Rhoda Broughton. 

Prince Bismarck, vide Butler. 

Vide also Wilhelm Gorlach (Col- 

lection of German Authors, p. 29) ; 

vide also Whitman. 
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William Black, f 1898. 
A Daughter of Hetb 2 ▼. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 V. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule a v. — 
Kilmeny x v. — The Maidof Killeena, and 
other Stories x v. — Three Feathers 3 v. — 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stones XV. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Madeod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2 V. — Sunrise a v. — The Beautiful Wretch 
X V. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P.» in 
the Highlands ; The Fojor Macnicols ; The 
Pupil of Aureliua z v. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) a ▼. —Judith Shakespeare 
2 V. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. X V. — White Heather 2 v. — Sahina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adv6nttires 
of a House-Boat 2 v. — In Far Lochaber 
2 V. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales x v. — Wolfenberg 2 v. — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 v. — Briseis 2 v. — Wild Eelin 

2 V. 

Author of '*The Black-Boz 
Murder." 
The Black-Box Murder x v. 

Richard Doddridge Blackmore, 

t 1900- . 
Alice Lorraine 2 ▼. — Maxy Anerley 

3 V. — ChristoweU 2 v. — Tommy Upmore 
« V. — Perlycross 2 ▼. 

'^Bladcwood." 

Tales from "Blackwood" (First Series) 
X V, — Talcs from " Blackwood " (Second 
SeriesJ iv. 

Isa Blagden, f 1873. 
The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding x v. 

Countess of Blessington (Mar- 
guerite Gardiner), f 1849. 

Meredith x v. — Strathern 2 v. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre x v. — 
Maxmaduke Herbert 3 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Baroness Bloomfield. 

Reminiscences of Court and t>iplo- 
matic Life (with the Portrait of Her 
Majesty the Queen) 2 v. 

Rolf Boldrewood. 
Robbery under Arms 2 ▼. — Nevermore 
«v. 



Miss Braddon (Mrs. Maxwell). 

Lady. Audley's Secret 2 v. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 V. — Eleanor's Victory s v. — John 
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun* 
bar 2 v. — The Doctor's Wife 2 v. — 
Only a Qod 2 v. — Sir Jasper's Tenant 
2 V. — The Lady's Mile 27. — RupertGod- 
win 2 V. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 v. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 V. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 

2 V. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v, — 
Weavers andWeft x v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales x v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. —Vixen 3 v. —The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
—The Story of Barbara 2 v. —Just as I 
am 2 V. — Asphodel 3 V. — Mount Royal 
2 V. — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed X v. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Uiider the Red Flag x v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyjlard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County x v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.— The Fatal Three 
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — O^e 
Life,' One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River 
2 V — : Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. x v. — Sons of Fire 
2 v. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 V. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin X V. —The Infidel 2 v. 

Lady Brassey, f 1887. 
A Voyage in the *' Sunbeam" 2 v. — • 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 ▼. 

Author of **The Bread -VS^inners*^ 
(Am.). 
The Bread -Winners x v. 

Bret Harte, vide Harte. 

Rev. William Brock, + 1875. 

Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. x v. 

Charlotte Brontg, z/tVf^CurrerBelL 

Emily ft Anne BrontS, vide 
Ellis ft Acton- BelL 

Shirley Brooks, f 1874. 
The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 
3v. 

Lady Broome, vide Lady Barker* 
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3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches i v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 ▼. —The Mighty 
Atom XV. — The Murder of Delicia i v. — 
Ziska I V. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 ▼. —The 
Master-Christian 2v. — "TemporalPower" 

2 ▼. 

Mrs. Everard Cotes. 
Those Delightful Americans z v. 

Author of "The County." 
The County 1 v. 

George Lillie Craik, f 1866. 
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Mrs. Craik (Miss Dinah M. Mulock), 

t 1887. 
John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 V. — A W^oraan's Thoughts about 
Women i v. — Agatha's Husband i v. — 
Romantic Tales i v. — Domestic Stories 
IV. — Mistress and M^d 1 v. — The 
Ogilvies I V. -^ Lord Erlistoun i v. — 
Christian's Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon 
the Waters 1 v. — A Noble Life 1 v. — 
Olive 2 V. — Two Marriages i v. — Studies 
from Life x v. — Poems i v. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
I V. — My Mother and I i v. —The Little 
Lame Prince x v. — Sermons out of Church 

1 v.— The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
IV. — A Legacy 2 V. — Young Mrs. Jardine 

2 V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches x v. — Plain Speaking x v. — 
J^iss Tommy z v. — King Arthur x v. 

Qeorg^ana M. Craik (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won i v. — Faith Unwin's 
Orde£d x v. — Leslie Tyrrell x v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. IV. — Mildred x v. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan i v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Qnly a Butterfly i v. — Sylvia's Choice ; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick i v. — 
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v. 

' Georgiana M. Craik & M. C 
Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik : A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v. 

Mrs. Augustus Craven, vide Lady 
FuUerton. 



F. Marion Crawford (Am.). 
Mr. Isaacs x v. — Doctor Claudius x v. — 
To Leeward i v. — A Roman Singer 
IV. — An American Politician i v. — 
Zoroaster i v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 V. — Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio's Crucifix 

1 v.— PaulPatoff 2 v.— With thelmmorUls 
XV. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant* Hario 

2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
I V. — Khaled i v. — The Witch of Prague 
2 V. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 V. — The Children of the King iv. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche x ▼. 
— Katharine X^uderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 V. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son x v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday x v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Cruds 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. 

S. R. Crockett 
The Raiders 2 v. — Qeg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls x v. — 
The Dark o' the Moon 2 v. 

J. W. Cross, vide George Eliot's 
Life. 

Mrs. Pender Cudlip, vide 
A. Thomas. 

Miss Cummins (Am.), f 1866. 

The Lamplighter x v. — MabelVaughan 
X V. — El Fureidis iv. — HauntedHearts x v, 

Paul Cushing. 

The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 

"Daily News." 

War Correspondence, 1877, hy Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 5 v. 

Author of "Dark." 
Dark x v. 

Richard Harding Davis (Am.). 
Gallegher, etc. i v. — Van Bibber and 
Others x v. 

Daniel De Foe, f 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe x v. 

Margaret Deland (Am.). 

John Ward, Preacher x v. 

Author of "Democracy" (Am.). 
Democracy x v. 



Tauchnitz Edition, Complete List, 



II 



Author of "Demos," vide George 
Gissing. 

Author of "Diary and Notes," vide 
Author of "Horace Templeton." 

Charles Dickens, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Qub (with Portrait) a t. — 
American Notes x v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 1 v. — Sketches i v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Heartii z v. — Master Humphrey's Clock 
(OldCuriosityShop; BamabyRudge, etc.) 

3 T. — Pictures from Italy x v. — iDorabey 
and Son 3 V. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child's History of 
England (2 v. S^M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
z V. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 ▼. 

— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man 
z V. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller z v. 

— Great Eiqpectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. x v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggrage ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy x v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions ; Mi^by Junction z v. 

— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
z V. — The Letters of Charles Didcens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 

4 V. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Charles Dickens ftWiUde Collins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford z v. 

BenjaminDisraeli, Lord Beacons- 
field, 1 1881. 

Coningsby z v. — Sybil i v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) z v. — Alroy x v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple x v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 

Ella Hepworth Dixon. 
The Story of a Modem Woman x v. 

W. Hepworth Dixon, f 1879. 

Personal History of Lord Bacon z v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 V. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Thomas Dizon, Jr. (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 



L. Dougall (Ma,): 
Beggars AH 2 v. 

M6nie Muriel Dowie. 
A Girl in the Karpathians x ▼. 

A. Conan Doyle. 
The Sign of Four x v. — Micah Clarke 
2 v.— The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales z v. — The White Company 
2 V. — A Study in Scarlet x v. — The 
Great Shadow, and Beyond the City z v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 V. — The Firm of 
Grirdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
XV. — The Stark Munro Letters i v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard x v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bemac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko z v. — A 
Duet I V. — The Ghreen Flag x v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa z V. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes z V. 

I'rofessor Henry Drummond, 

t 1897. 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Paz 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life z v. 

Dunton, vide Th. Watts-Dunton. 

The Earl and the Doctor* 
South Sea Bubbles x v. 

The Earl of Dufferin. 
Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Edward B. Eastwick, f 1883. 

Autobiography of LutfuUaJi i v. 

Maria Edgeworth, vide Series for 

the Young, p. 29. 

Mrs. Annie Edwardes. 

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 

— A Vagabond Heroine i v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing I v. —Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
XV. — Vivian the Beauty x v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Grirton Girl 
2 V. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths z v. — Fearl-Powder z v. 
The Adventuress z v. 

Amelia B. Edwards, f 1892. 

Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 v. — Hand and Glove z v. — Half a Mil- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham's Vow 
2 V. — In the Days of my Yeutb 2 v. — 
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Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys XV. — Monsieur Maurice it* — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
z V. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets 
IV. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modem Poets x v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 v. 

M. Betham-Edwards, v, Betham. 

Edward Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Barbara Elbon (Am.). 
Bethesda 2 v. 

George Eliot (Miss Evans — Mrs. 
Cross), t 1880. 
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner i v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob x v. — 
Impressions ot Theophrastus Such z v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
IV. — George Eliot's Lifb, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

Author of ** Elizabeth and her 
German Garden." 

' Elizabeth and her German Garden x v. 
— The Solitary Summer i v. — The Bene- 
factrbss 2 v. 

Mrs. Frances Elliot, f 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. —The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily x v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome X V. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal x v. — 
llie Story of Sophia i v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip X v. 

Author of **An Englishwoman's 
Love-Letters." 

An Englishwoman's Love-Letters z v. 

Henry ErrolL 
An Ugly Duckling x v. 

E. Rentoul Esler. 

The Way they loved at Grirapat x v. 

The Authors of ** Essays and 

Reviews." 
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 



Author of "Estelle RusselL" 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Elsa D'Esterre- Keeling. 

Three Sisters x v.— A Laughing Philo- 
sopher X V. — The Professor's Wooing i v. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
XV. — Orchardscroft i v. — Appassionata 
X V. — Old Maids and Young s v. — The 
Queen's Serf x v. 

Author of "Euthanasia." 
Euthanasia x v. 

Juliana Horatia Ewing, f 1885. 
Jackanapes ; The Story of a Short Life ; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot i v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing i v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales i v. 

Author of "Expiated." 
Expiated 2 v. 

F.J. Fargus, vide Hugh Conway. 

F. W. pean) Farrar. 

Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

Authors of "The Fate of Fenella." 

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors z v. 

Percy Fendall, vide F. C Philips. 
George Manville Fenn. 

The Parson o' Dumford 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 

Henry Fielding, f 1754. 
Tom Jones 2 v. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literature : 
John Wydiflfe. — Geoftrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Tonson. — John 
Locke. — Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
x86o) X v. 

George Fleming (Am.). 

Kismet i v, — Andromeda 2 v. 

Archibald Forbes, f 1900. 
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 ▼, — Soldiering 
and Scribbling z v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
** Daily News," War Correspondence. 

R. E. Forrest 

Eight Days 2 v. 



Tazichnitz Edition, Complete List, 



H 



Mrs. Forrester. 
Viva 2 V. — Rbona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
a V. — My Lord and My Lady 2 ▼. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas z v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales x v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales x v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of otner Days z v. <— 
Too Late Repented z v. 

John Forster, f 1876. 

The Life of Charles Dickens (with 
Illustrations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmitn 2 v. 

Jessie FothergilL 
The First Violin 2 ▼. — Probation 2 ▼. — 
Made or Marred, and *^ One of Three" 
zv. — Kith and Kin a v. — Peril a v. — 
Borderland 2 v. 

Author of "Found Dead/' vide 
James Payn. 

Ellen Thomeycroft Fowler. 
A Double Thread a v. -~ The Farring- 
dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire z v. 

Caroline Fox, f 1871. 

Memories of Old Friends from her 
Journals and Letters, edited by Horace 
N. Pym a ▼. 

Author of "Frank Fairlegh" (F. E. 
Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Fairlegh a v. 

M. E. Francis. 
The Duenna of a Grenius i v. 

Harold Frederic (Am.), f '^98. 
Illumination a v. — March Hares z v. 

Edward A Freeman, f 1892. 

The Grrowth of the English Constitution 
z V. — Select Historicad Essays z ▼. — > 
Sketches from French Travel z v. 

James Anthony Froude, + 1894. 
Oceana z v. — The Spanish Story of 
the Armada, and other Essays z v. 

Lady Georgiana FuUerton, f 1 885 . 

Ellen Middleton z v. — Grantley Manor 
a V. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
a V. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter z v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Fenanran z v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 



z v. — Rose Leblanc z v. — Seven Stories 
X v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal z v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
a V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fnllerton). — Laurentia z v. 
Marguerite Gardiner, vide Lady 

Blessington. 
Mrs. Gaskell, f 1865.. 
Mary Barton z v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South z v. — Lizsie Leigh, and other 
Tales z v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. z v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
X V. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford z V. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 
z V. 

Author of "Geraldine Hawthorne," 

vide Author of ^ Miss Molly." 
Dorothea Gerard (Madame Longard 
de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby a v. — Recha z ▼. — Ortho- 
dox t V. — TheWtong Man z v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation x v.— A Forgotten Sin z v. 

— One Year z v.— The Supreme Crime x v. 

— The Blood-Tax z v. — Holy Matrimony 
z V. 

£. Gerard (Emily de l^aszowska). 
A Secret Mission x v. — A Foreigner a v. 

— The Extermination of Love a v. 

Agnes Gibeme. 
The Curate's Home x v. 

George Gissing. 

Demos. A Story of English Socialism 
a V. — New Grrub Street 2 v. 

Rt Hon. V/. E. Gladstone, 
+ 1898. 
Rome and the Newest Fashions in 
Religion x v. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
X V. —The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts z v. 
Elinor Glyn. 
The Visits of Elizabeth x v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine i v. 

Hal Godfrey (Charlotte O'Conor- 

Ecdes). 

The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore 

1 V. 

Oliver Goldsmith, f 1774. 

Select Works (with Portrait) z v. 

Edward J. Goodman. 
Too Curious z v* 
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Julien Gordon (Am.). 

A Diplomat's Diary x v. 

Major-Gen. CG. Gordon, f 1885. 
His Jotinuds at Kartoum. Introduction 
and I^tes by A. £. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 ▼. 

Mrs. Gore, f 1861. 

Castles in the Air z v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 V. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 V. — The Two Aristocracies 2 ▼. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Sarah Grand. 
Our Manifold Nature z v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. 

Miss Grant 
Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 
2 V. — My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. 
— Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 y. 

Maxwell Gray. 
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — 
The Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 

E. C Grenville : Murray (Trois- 

Etoiles), t 1 88 1. 
The Member for Paris 2 t. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 ▼. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 
Series)' 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
IV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 ▼. — Strange Tales 
I ▼. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks z v. — People I have met i v. 

Ethel St Clair Grimwood. 
My Three Yean in Manipur (with 
Portrait) i v. 

VJ, A. Baillie Grohman. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese i ▼. 

Archibald Clavering^ Gunter (Am.). 

Mr. Barnes of New York x v. 

F. Anstey Guthrie, vide Anstey. 
Author of "Guy Livingstone" 

(Greorge Alfred Laurence), -j- 1876. 
Guy Livingstone z v. — Sword and 
Gown IV. — Barren Honour x v. — 
Border and Bastille x ▼. — Maurice Dering 
IV. — Sans Merd 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 V. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

John Habberton (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 



dren IV. — The Bowsham Puzzle x v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Maybum's Twins i v. 

H. Rider Haggard. 

King Solomon's Mines it. — She 2t. — 
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
IV. — Mr. Meeson's Will i v. — Colonel 

2uaritch, V. C. 2 V. — Qeopatra 2 v. — 
Han's Wife i v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 ▼. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 t. — 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
IV. — Doctor Theme x v. — SwaUow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa i v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. 

H.Rider Haggard & AndrewLrfing. 

The Worid's Desire 2 v. 
A. E. Hake, vide Gen. Gordon. 
Mrs. S. C Hall, t 1881. 

Can Wrong be Right? i v. — Marian 
2 v. 

Philip Gilbert Hamerton, f 1894. 

Marmome x ▼.— French and English 2 v. 

Miss Iza Hardy, vide Author of 

»* Not Easily Jealous." 

Thomas Hardy. 

The Hand of Ethelberta 2 ▼. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trunipet- 
Maior 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames i v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies i ▼. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Beatrice Harraden. 

Ships that pass in the Night i v. — 
In Varying Moods i v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man z v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. 

Agnes Harrison. 

Martin's Vineyard x ▼. 

Bret Harte (Am.), f 1902. 
Prose and Poetry (Tales of tiie Argo- 
nauts : — The Luck of Roaring Camp ; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. ~ 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. —Idyls of the 
Foothills XV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar iv. —Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales z v. — The 
Stosy of a Mine z v. — Drift from Two 
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Shores x v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches z t. ^^ The Twins oi 
Table Mountain, and other Tales it. — 
Jeff Bri»s's Love Story, and other Tales 
IV.-— Rip, and other Stories i v. — On 
the Frontier x v. — By Shore and Sedge 
XV. — Maruja z v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, andf Devil's Ford i v. — The 
Crusade of the "Excelsior" x v. — A 
Millionaire of Kough-and-Keady, and 
other Tales x v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x v. 
— Cressy x v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and oUier Tales x v. — A Waif of 
the Plains x v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate XV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales x v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara z v. — Colonel Starbottle's Client, 
and some other People i v. — Susy i v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. i v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. x v. — Clarence 
I V. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion ofEnriquez xv. — TheAncestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. iv. — Three Partners 
X v. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow x v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation ,and otherStories 
XV. — From Sand-Hill to Pine x v. — 
Under the Redwoods x v. — On the Old 
Trail x v. 

Sir Henry Havelock, vide Rev. W. 

Brock. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne (Am.), 

. t 1864- 
The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
fion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 3 v. 

Mrs. Hector, vide Mrs. Alexander. 

Author of "The Heir of Red- 

clyffe," vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Sir Arthur Helps, f 1875. 

Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron 
2 V. 

Mrs. Felicia Hemans, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works x v. 

Maurice Hewlett 
The Forest Lovers i v. — Little Novels 
of Italy I V. — The Life and Death of 
Ridiard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales X v. 

Robert Hichens. 
Flames 2 v.-r«- The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 



Admiral Hobart Pasha, f 1886. 

Sketches from my Life x v. 
John Oliver Hobbes. 

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham x v. — The Serious Wooing 

' ^- Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 
* ^* Annie E. Holdsworth. 

The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
X V. — The Gods Arrive x v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow x v. — Great Low- 
lands X V. 

Holme Lee, vide Harriet Parr. 
Oliver Wendell Holmes (Am,), 

t 1894. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
XV. — The Professor at die Breakfast- 
Table X V. ^The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table XV. — Over the Teacups x v. 
Anthony Hope (Hawkins). 

Mr. Witt's Widow x v. — A Change 
of Air X V. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x v. — The God 
in the Car xv. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio x v. — Comedies of Courtship 
XV. — The Heart of Princess Osra x v. '— 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau x v. — The King's Mirror 
2 V. — QuisantS x v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peg^gy 2 v. 

Tighe Hopkins. 

An Idler in Old France x v, — The 
Man in the Iron Mask i v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris x v. — The Silent Gate x v. 

Author of "Horace Templeton." 

Diary and Notes x v. 
Ernest William Hornung. 

A Bride from the Bush x v. — Under 
Two Skies x v. — Tiny Luttrell x v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba x v. — My Lord 
Duke XV. — Young Blood x v. — Some 
Persons Unknown x v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman x v. — The Rogue's March i v. 

— The Belle of Toorak i v. — Peccavi x v. 

— The Black Mask x v. -—The Shadow of 
the Rope x v. 

« Household Wonis.- 

Conductedby Charles Dickens. X85X-56. 
36 V. — NovKLS and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 

X856-59. XXV. 

Mrs. Houstoun, vide "Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 
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Author of "How to be Happy 
thoug^h Married." 
How to be Happy though Married i v. 

Blanche Willis Howard (Am.), 
t 1899. 

One Summer i ▼. — Aunt Serena i v. — 
Guenn 2 ▼. — Tony, the Maid, etc. iv. — 
The Open Door 2 t. 

Blanche Willis Howard, f 1899, 
& William Sharp. 
A Fellowe and His Wife i v. 

William Dean Howells (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook x v. — A Modern 
Instance 2 ▼. — The Undiscovered Country 
IV. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) i v. 

— Italian Journeys x v. — A Chance Ac' 
quaintance 1 v. — Their Wedding Journey 
XV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage i v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice x v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Fair 
of Patient Lovers x v. 

Thomas Hughes, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days i v. 

Mrs. Hungerford (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Gieoiirey 2 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. -— Portia 2 v. — 
Loys , Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
IV. — Her Plrst Appearance, and other 
Tales IV. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. IV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories IV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grrief 2 V. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington i v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 

— Lady Valworth's Diamonds i v. — A 
Modem Circe 2 v. — Marvd 2 v. — The 
Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. i v. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories x v. — 
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Bom Coquette 
2 V. — The Duchess x v. — Lady Vomer's 
Flight XV. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and "When in Doubt" 1 v. — Nora 
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories XV. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery x v. — An Unsatis- 
factory Lover i v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces i v. — A Tug of War 
IV. — The professor's Experiment 2 v, — 



A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl IV. — Lovice i v. — The Conting of 
Chloe I V. 

Mrs. Hunt, vide Averil 

Beaumont 

Violet Hunt 

The Human Interest x v. 

Jean Ingelow, f 1897. 

Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 

The Hon. Lady Inglis. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 

John H. Ingram, vide K A. Poe. 

Iota, vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. 

Washington Irving (Am.), f 1859. 
The Skefh Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet i v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet i v. — Oliver Gold- 
smith IV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v. 

Mrs. Helen Jackson <H. H.) 

(Am.), t 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

W. W. Jacobs. 

Many Cargoes i v. — The Skipper's 
Wooiitg, and The Brown Man's Servant 

1 V. — ^Sea Urchins i v. — A Master of 
Craft XV. — light Freights x v. — At Sun- 
wich Port I V. — The Lady of the Barge i v. 

Charles T. C James. 
Holy Wedlock i v. 

G. P. R. James, f i860. 

Morley Emsteia (with Portrait) i v. — 
Forest Days i v. —The False Heir i v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d'Albret 
I V. — Arrah Neil i v. — Agincourt 1 v. — 
The Smuggler i v. — The Step-Mother 

2 V. — Beauchamp i v. — Heidelberv 

1 V. — The Gipsy i v. — The CasUe of 
Ehrenstein i v. — Damley i v, — Russell 

2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

Henry James (Am.). 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings i v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. i v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV, — Confidence i ▼. — Washing- 
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ton Square, ete. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts i v. — French 
Poets and Novelists x v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim XT. — Portraits of Places 
IV. — A Little Tour in France i v. 

J. Cordy Jeafireson. 
A Book about Doctors a v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lrfurd Byron 3 v. 

Mrs. Charles Jenkin, -f 1885. 

"Who Breaks— Pays" x v. — Skir- 
mishing XV. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace XV. — Jupiter's Daughters x v. 

Edward Jenkins. 

Ginz's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam a v. 

Author of "Jennie of 'The 

Prince's,' "«'«<^ B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome BC Jerome. 

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
X V. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays x v. — Novel Notes x v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green x v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel x v. ~ 
Paul Kelver 2 v. 

Douglas Jcrrold, f 1857. 
History of St. Giles and St. James 
2 V. — Men of Character a v. 

Author of "John Halifax, Gentle- 
man," vide Mrs. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow, vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Samuel Johnson, f 1784. 
Lives of the English Poets a v. 

Emily Jolly. 
Colonel Dacre a v. 

Author of "Joshua Davidson," 
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. 

Miss Julia Kavanagh, -j- 1877. 

Nathalie a v. — Daisy Bums a v. — 
Grace Lee a v. — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adele 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies a v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters i v. — English Women of Letters 
X V. -r Queen Mab a v. — Beatrice a v. — - 



Sybil's Second Love a ▼. — Dora a ▼• — 
Silvia a V. — Bessie a v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. — Two Lilies a v. — Forget-me-nots 
a ▼. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Annie Keary, f 1879. 
Oldbury a v. — Castle Daly a t. 

D'Esterre- Keeling, vide Esterre. 

Thomas a Kempis. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. x t. 

Richard B. Kimball (Am.), + 

Saint Leger x v. — Romance of Stuaent 
Life Abroad x v. — Undercurrents i v. — 
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New 
York X v. 

Alexander William Kinglake, 

t 1891. 
Eothen x v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea X4 v. 

Charles Kingsley, f 1875. 
Yeast I v. — Westward ho 1 a v. — Two 
Years ago a v. — Hypatia a v. — Alton 
Locke XV. — Hereward the Wake a v. — 
At Last a V. — His Letters and Memories 
of his life, edited by his Wife a v. 

Henry Kingsley, -f 1876. 
Ravenshoe a ▼. — Austin Elliot x v. — 
GeofiEry Hamlyn a v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons a v. — Leighton Court x v. — 
Valentin x v. — Oakshott Castle x v. — 
Reginald Hetherege a v. — The Grange 
Garden a v. 

Albert Kinross. 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere x v. 

Rudyard Kipling. 
Plain Tales from the Hills i v.— The 
Second Jungle Book i v. — The Seven 
Seas XV. — <* Captains Courageous" 
XV. — The Day's Work x v. — A Fleet 
in Being i v. — Stalky & Co. 1 v. — From 
Sea to Sea a v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night I V. — Kim x v. —Just So Stories x v. 

May Laifan. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor, 
etc. X v. 

Charles Lamb, f 1834. 
The Essays of Elia and Eliana x v. 

Mary Langdon (Am.). 
Ida May x v. 
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Author of **The Last of the Cava- 
liers" (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the CaTaliers a v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

M me de Laszo wska, vide £.Gerard. 
The Hon. Emily Lawless. 
Hurrish z t» 

George Alfred Laurence, vide 
Author of " Guy Livingstone." 

"Leaves from the Journal of 

our Life in the Highlands," vide 

Victoria R. I. 

Holme Lee, f 1900, vide Harriet 
Parr. 

J. S. Le Fanu, f 1873. 
Uncle Silas 2 ▼. — Guy Deverell 2 ▼. 

Mark Lemon, f 1870. 

Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 

2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 ▼. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 ▼. — Golden Fetters 
av. 

Author of "The Letters of Her 

Mother to Elizabeth," vide W. R 

H. Trowbridge. 

Charles Lever, f 1872. 

The O'Donoghue z ▼. — The Knight of 
Gmrynne 3 ▼. — Arthur 0*Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal' 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of ** Ours" 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V.— 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Hartins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 

3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Haurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 V. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud z v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott's z v. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions z v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 V. 

S. Levett-Yeats. 

The Honour of Savelli z v. — The 
Chevalier d'Auriac z v. — The Traitor's 
Way z v. — The Lord Protector i v. 



G. H. Lewes, f 1878. 
Randiorpe z v. — The Physiology of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting z v. 

Mrs. £^ L3mn Linton, f 1898. 

The true Histonr of Joshua Davidson 
z v. — Patricia A^emball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 ▼. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories z v. — Todhunters* at Loan- 
in* Head, and oUier Stories z v. — " My 
Lovel ** 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays z v. — lone 2 v. 

Laurence W. M. Lockhart, f 1882. 

Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Lord Augustus Loftus. 

Diplomatic . Reminiscences Z837 - z86a 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

M™e de Longard, vide D. Gerard. 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

(Am.), t 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) ^ ▼. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Ahghieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies z v. 
— The Divine Tragedy z v. — Flowor-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song z v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 
z V. 

Margaret Lonsdale. 
Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) z v. 

Author of "A Lost Battle." 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart. 

The Pleasures of Life z v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) z v. — 
The Use of Life z v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. 

<*Lutfullah," vide Bastwick. 

£dna Lyall, f 1903. 
We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men a V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers z v. 

Lord Lytton, vide £. Bulwer. 
Robert Lord Lytton (Owen 

Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 3 t. 
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Maarten Maartens. 

The Sin of Joost Avelingh x ▼. — - An 

Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory i v. — Some 
Women I have known z y. 

Thomas Babington, Lord Mac- 
aulay, f 1859. 
History of England (with Portrait) 
10 V. — Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. 

— "Lays of Ancient Rome x v. — Speeches 
2 V. — Biographical Essays i v. — Wfl- 
liam Pitt, Atterbory i v. — (See also 
TrevelyanJ. 

Justin McCarthy. 
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 V. — A History of our own Times 

5 ▼. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A short 
History of our own Times 2 ▼. — A 
History of the Four Georges vols, z & 
2. — A History of our own Times vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William rV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). 

George Mac Donald, 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 ▼. — The "Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 y. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales z v. — The Prin- 
cess and Cnrdie z v. 

Mrs. Mackamess, -)- 1881. 
Sunbeam Stories z v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 ▼. — A Mingled Yam 2 v. 

Eric Mackay, f 1898. 
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems X V. 

Charles MO Knight (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Ian Maclaren. 
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush z y. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne z v. 

Fiona Macleod. 
Wind and Wave z v. 

Norman Macleod, -j- 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son z ^ 



James Macpherson, j* 1696, vide 
Ossian. 

Mrs. Macquoid. 
Patty 2 V. — Miriam's Marriage 2 ▼. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon z v. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 

— Beside the River 2 v. — A Faithful 
lA>ver 2 y. 

Author of "Mademoiselle Mori" 
(Miss Roberts). 
Mademoiselle Mori 2 y. — Denise z v. 

— Madame Fontenoy z v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm z v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Lord Mahon, vide Stanhope. 

£. S. Maine. 
Scarsdiff Rocks 2 v. 

Sir Edward Malet, G.C.B.,G.C.M.G. 
Shifting Scenes z v. 

Lucas MaleL 
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Ri<:hard Calmady 3 v. 

The Earl of Malmesbury, G.C.B. 

Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 
Mary E. Mann. 

A Winter's Tale z v. — The Cedar 
Star z V. 

Robert Blachford Mansfield. 
The Log of the Water Lily z v. 

Mark Twain, vide Twain. 

Author of "Marmome," vide 
P. G. Hamerton. 

CapL Marryat, f 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) z v. — 

Percival Keene z v. — Peter Simple z v. — 

iaphet in Search of a Father z v. — 
fonsienr Violet z v. — The Settlers in 
Canada z v. — The Mission z v. — The 
Privateer's-Man z v. — The Children of 
the New-Forest z v. — Valerie z v, — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy z v. — The King's 
Own z v. 

Florence Marryat, f 1899. 
Love's Conflict 2 y. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 y. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v, — 
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v; — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods z v. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Manyat z v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — _ 
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No Intentions 2 ▼. — Fighting the Air 
a V. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
poMibiiity x v. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories z y. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories x v. — *' My 
own Child*' 2 ▼. — Her Father's Name 
2 V. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 ▼. — 
A Little Stepson z v. — Written in Fire 
2 y. — Her World against a Lie 2 y. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 y. —The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 y. — Fhyllida 2 y. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, aad other Stories x v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
IV. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive 2 V. — The Master Passion 2 v.. 

— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 V. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin x v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 

— The Spirit World x v. — The Beautiful 
Soul I V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs X V. — The Dream that Stayed 
a V. — A Passing Madness i v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire i v. — A Soul on 
Fire i v. — Iris the Avenger x v. 

Mrs. Anne Mareh (Caldwell), 
t 1874. 

Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
a v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 



Mrs. Emma Marshall, f 1899. 

Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal i v. — 
Benvenuta x v. — Lady Alice x v. — 
Dayspring i v. — Life's Aftermath x v. — 
In the East Country x v. — No. XIII ; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal x v. — In 
Four Reigns x v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse XV. — In the City of Flowers x v. — 
Alma X V. — Under Salisbury Spire x v. 

— The End Crowns All i v. — Winchester 
Meads i v. — Eventide Light i v. — 
Winifrede's Journal x v. — Bristol Bells 
IV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell K V. — A Lily among Thorns z v. 

— Penshunt Castle z v. — Kensington 
Palace x v. — The White King's Daughter 
IV. — The Master of the Musidans i ▼. 



— An Escape from the Tower x v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey i v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts x v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's X v. — The Parson's Daughter 

A. E. W. Mason. 

The Four Feathers 2 v. 

Helen MathersrMrs.HenryReeves). 

" Cherry Ripe I ' 2 v. — " Land o' the 
Lead " x t. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 

— As he comes up the Stair, etc. x v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 
2 y. — Found Out x v. — Murder or Man< 
slaughter? x v. -> The Fashion of this 
World (80 Pf.)— Blind Justice, and «• Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh " x v. —What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
X V. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. —Becky a v.— 
Cinders x v. — "Honey" z v. 

Colonel Maurice. 
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe z v. 

George du Maurier, f 1896. 
Trilby 2 V. — The Martian 2 v. I 

Mrs. Maxwell, vide Miss Braddon. 

Author of **M ehalah," vide Baring- 
Gould. 

George J. Whyte Melville, t 1878. 

Kate Coventry x v. — Holmbv House 
a V. — Digby Grand z v. — Good for No- j 
thing 2 V. — The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators a v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere a v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter a v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. z V. — Contraband z v. — 
Sarchedon a v. — Undejohn a v. — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise z v. — 
Rosine x v. — Roys' Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. — Riding Recollections xv. 

Memorial Volumes, vide Five 

Centuries (vol. 500); The New 

Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 

Morley (vol. 2000). 

George Meredith. 

The Ordeal ol Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp's Career ay. — The Tragic 
Comedians z v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 
a v. 
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Owen Meredith, vide Robert Lord 
Lytton. 
Leonard Merrick. ^ 
The Man who was good x ▼. — This 
Stage of Fools x v. -— Cjmthia i v. — One 
Man's View x v. — The Actor-Manager 
XV.— The Worldlings i v. —When Love 
flite ont o' the Window x ▼. 

Henry Seton Merriman. 

Young Mistley x v. — Prisoners and 
Captives a v. — From One Generation to 
Another x v. —With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam x v. — In 
Kedar's Tents x v. — Roden's Comer 
X V. — The Isle of Unrest x v. — The Velvet 
Glove X V. — The Vultures x v. 

H. S. Merriman & S. G.Tallentyre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. x v. 

James Milne. 
The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

John Milton, -)- 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

Author of "Miss Molly." 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. 

Author of ** Molly Bawn ," vide 

Mrs. Hungerford. 

Florence Montgomery. 

Misunderstood x v, — Thrown To- 
gether 2 V. — Thwarted i v. — Wild Mike 
X V. — Seaforth s v. — The Blue Veil 

1 V. — Transformed x v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. i v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged x v. 

Frank Frankfort Moore. 
"I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 

2 V. — They Call* it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride x v. — The Millionaires 
XV. — Nell Gwyn— Comedian i v. — A 
Damsel or Two x v. 

George Moore. 

♦Celibates x v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v. 

Thomas Moore, f 1852. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Lady Morgan, -j- 1859. 
Memoirs 3 v. 

Henry Morley, f 1894. 
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 188 1) x v* 



William Morris. 
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Huefifer z v. 

Arthur Morrison. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. — A Child 
of the Jago x v. — - To London Town i v. 
— Cunning MurreU x v. — The Hole in the 
Wall X V. 

James Pullarton Muirhead. 

The Land of Contrasts x v. 

Miss Mulock, vide Mrs. Craik. 

David Christie Murray. 
Rainbow Gold 2 v. 

Grenville: Murray, vzVfeGrenville. 

Author of ** My Little Lady," vide 

E. Frances Pojmter. 

The New Testament 

The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Resulings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantino Tischeu* 
dorf (vol. xooo, published X869) x v. 

Mrs. C J. Newby. 
Common Sense 2 v. 

Dr. J. H. Newman (Cardinal New- 
man), f 1890. 
Callista x v. 

Mrs. NichoUs, vide Currer BelL 

Author of **Nina Balatka," vide 
Anthony Trollope. 

Author of "No Church" (F. 

Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen :— a Waif 2 v. 

Lady Augusta Noel. 

From Generation to Generation x v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v. 

Frank Norris (Am.). 
The Octopus 2 v. 

W. E. Norris. 
My Friend Jim x v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v, — Major and Minor 2 v, — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton x v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's I V. — A Victim of Good Luck 
X V. — The Dancer in Yellow x v. — 
Qarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 V. — The .Fight for the Crown 
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1 v.— The Widower i v.— Gileslngilby iv. 
— The Flower of the Flock x v. — His 
Own Father i v. — The Credit of the County 
X V. — Lord Leonard the Luckless x v. 

Hon. Mrs. Norton, f 1877. 

Stuart of Dunleath s ▼. ~ Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas a ▼. 

Author of "Not Easily Jealous" 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 
" Novels and Tales," vide " House- 
hold Words." 
Charlotte O'Conor-Bccles, vide 
Hal Godfrey. 

Laurence Oliphant, f 1888. 
Altiora Peto 2 v. — MasoUam 2 v. 

Mrs. Oliphant, f 1897. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland x v. — Agnes 2 ▼. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family x v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Maijori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2 v. — 
A Rose in June 1 v. — - The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White' 
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge x v. — 
Phcebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Cariti 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trust 2 V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 
3 V. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 V, — The Wirard's Son 3 v. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours ontheGreen i v. — TheDuke's 
Daughter i v. — The Fugitives x v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v. —Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen i v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 

2 V. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life x v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

"One who has kept a Diary," 
vide George W. E. RusselL 

Ossian. 

The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Maq^herson x ▼. 



Ouida. 
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2 v. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 V. — FoUe-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
XV. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes x v. -< Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes i v. — • Pascarel 2 v. 

— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes x v.— Signa (with Portrait) 
3V. — In aWinter City iv.— AriadnS2 v.— 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories x v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
X V. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories X v. — Princess Napraxine 3 V.— 
Othmar 3 v. — A Rainyjune (60 Pf.). Don 
Gesualdo (6oPf.). — A House Party x ▼. — 
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories i v. — Santa Barbara, etc 
X V. — Two OflFenders x v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. i V. —Toxin, and other Papers 

1 v. — Le Selve, and Tenia i v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays x v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories X V. — The Waters of Edera i v. 

— Street Dust, and Other Stories r v. — 
Critical Studies x v. 

Author of "The Outcasts," vide 
"Roy Tellet" 
Gilbert Parker. 
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt i v. 
Harriet Parr (Holme Lee), -f 1900. 
Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For 
Richer, for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful 
Miss Barrington 2 v. — Her Title of 
Honour x v. — Echoes of a Famous 
Year x v. — Katherine's Trial x v. — The 
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben 
Milner's Wooing i v. — Straightforward 

2 V. — Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v. — A Poor 
Squire x v. ^. _ 

Mrs. Parr. 

Dorothy Fox i v. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc 
XV. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v. 
George Paston. 
A Study in Prejudices i v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v. 
Mrs. Paul, vide Author of "Still 

Waters." 
Author of "Paul Ferroll" (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive). 
Paul Ferroll x v. — Year after Year 
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X V. — Why Paul FcrroU killed his Wife 

James Payn, f 1898. 
Found Dead x v. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest XV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 

1 V. — A Woman's Veng^eance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master x v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories x v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2V. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 

2 V. — High Spirits x v. — High Spirits 
(Second SeriesJ x v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 V. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
I V. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 V. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections I V. — The Talk of the Town 

1 V. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir x>f the Ages 2 v. — Holiday Tasks 
I V. — Glow -Worm Tales (First SeriesJ 
I V. — Glow- Worm Tales (Second SeriesJ 
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 V. — The Word and the Will 

2 V. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones XV. — A Modem Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 V. — A Trying Patient i v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper x v. — 
In Market Overt x v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George DriflTell, and other Tales 
IV. — Another's Burden etc. i v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran x v. 

Prances Mary Peard. 

One Year 2v. — TheRose-Garden x v.— 
Unawares x v. — Thorpe Regis 1 v. — A 
Winter Story x v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories x v. — Cartouche x v. — 
Mother Molly x v. — Schloss and Town 
2 V. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant x v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter x v. — Donna 
Teresa x v. — Number One and Number 
Two I v. 

Max Pemberton. 

The Impregnable City x v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt x v. — The Phantom Army 
XV. — The Garden of Swords i v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne x v. — Pro Patria x v. 
— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King X V. — The House under the Sea x v. 
Bishop Thomas Percy, f 181 1. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 v. 



P. C Philips. 
As in a Looking Glass i v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter x v. — Lucy Smith x v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman x v. — Jack and 
Three Jills x v. — Little Mrs. Murray x v. — 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship x v.— Social 
Vicissitudes x v. — Extenuating Qrcum- 
stances, and A French Marriage x v.. — 
More Social Vicissitudes xv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc. 
XV. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. x v. — 
Black and White x v. — " One Never 
Knows" 2 v, — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege x v. — My little Hus- 
band XV. — Mrs. Bouverie x v. — A 
Question of Colour, andotherStories xv. — 
A Devil in Nun's Veiling x v. — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories x v. — The 
Luckiest of Three x v. — Poor Little Bella 
XV. — Eliza Clarke, Grovemess, and Other 
Stories XV. — Marriage, etc. i v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc. x v. 

P. C Philips & Percy Pendall. 
A Daughter's Sacrifice i v* — Margaret 
Byng X V. 

P. C. Philips & C. J. WiUs. 

The Fatal Phryne xv. — The Scudamores 
X V. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage x v. 

Eden Phillpotts. 
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
I V. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good ^ed Earth x v. 

Miss Piddington, vide Author of 

**The Last of the Cavaliers." 
Edgar Allan Poe (Am.), ■(• 1849. 

Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram x V. 

Alexander Pope, j- 1744. 

SelectPoeticalWorks (with Portrait) xv. 

Miss E. Prances Po3mter. 

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. — 
Among the Hills x v. — Madame de 
Presnel x v. 

Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
Zero x' V. — Affinities i v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 

Mrs. E. Prentiss (Am.), f 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward x v. 

The Prince Consort, f i86i. 
His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) i v. 
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Richard Piyce. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections x y. — The 
Quiet Mis. Fleming z v. — Time and the 
Woman z v. 

Hor. N. Pym, vide Caroline Fox. 

Q (A. T. Quiller-Couch). 
Noughts and Crosses i v. — I Saw Three 
Ships z V. — Dead Man's Rock i v. — la 
and other Tales i v. — The Ship of Stars 

z V. 

H. M.the Queen, z'm^ Victoria R. I. 
W. Eraser Rae. 

Westward by Rail z ▼. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel xv. 

C E. Raimond (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 ▼. 

Author of "The Rajah's Heir." 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Charles Reade, f 1884. 

"It is never too late to mend" 2 v, — 
"Love me little, love me long'* z v. >— 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone z v. — 
A Simpleton 3 v. — The Wandering Heir 
XV. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
z V. — Singleheart and Doubleface x v. 

Author of "Recommendel to 

Mercy" (Mrs. Houstoun). 
"Recommended to Mercy" 2 v. — 
Zoe's "Brand" a v. 

Mrs. Reeves, vide Helen Mathers. 
Grace Rhys. 

Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila z v. 

James Rice, vide Walter Besant 

Alfred Bate Richards, f 1876. 
So very Human 3 v. 

S. Richardson, j- 1761. 
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Mrs. RiddeU (F. G. TrafFord). 

George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 v. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Mrs. Anne Thackeray Ritchie, v?V/e' 
Miss Thackeray. 



Miss Roberts, vide Author of 

** Mademoiselle MorL" 

Rev. Frederick W. Robertson, 

t 1853- 

Sermons 4 t. 

Miss Robins, vide Raimond. 

F. Robinson, vide Author of ** No 

Church." 

Charles H. Ross. 
The Pretty Widow x v. — A London 
Romance 2 y. 

Martin Ross, vide Somerville. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti, f 1882. 
Poems X V. — Ballads and Sonnets x v. 
"Roy Tellet." 

The Outcasts z v. — A Draught of 
Lethe x ▼. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

J. Ruffini, t 1 88 1. 
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio z ▼. — 
Lorenzo Benoni x v. — Vincenio 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura z ▼. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris z y. — 
Carlino, and other Stories z v» 

W. Clark RusseU. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 y. — The 
"Lady Maud" 8 v. ->• A Sea Queen z v. 

George W. B. RusseU. 

Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 y. 

George Augustus Sala, f 1895. 

The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 

John Saunders. 
Israel Mort , Overman 2 v. — The 
Shipowner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble 
Wife 2 v. 

Katherine Saunders (Mrs. Cooper). 

Joan Merryweather, and other Tales 
z V. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 
XV.— The High Milb 2 v. — Sebastian x v. 

Richard Henry Savage (Am.). 

My Official Wife x v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 y. ~ Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing z v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 y. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
Anauxfaist a v. — A Daughter of Judas 
z y. — In the Old Chateau i y. — Miss 
Davereuz of the Mariqnita 2 y . — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
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Khaminavatka a v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v. — The Mystery of a Shipyard 
2 y. 

Olive Schreiner. 
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land X V. 

Sir Walter Scott, f 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) i v. — The 
Antiquary x v. — Ivanhoe x v. — Kenil- 
worth IV. — Quentin Durward i v. — Old 
Mortality i v. — Guy Mannerins^ i v. — 
Rob Roy I V. — The Pirate x v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose x ▼. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor i ▼. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. —The Monastery x v. — The 
Abbot X V. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock xv. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth x v. — Anne of 
Geiexstein x v. 

Proil J. R. Seeley, M.A., f 1895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 v. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land XT. — Goethe x ▼. 

Elizabeth SewelL 

Amy Herbert 2 v. ■— Ursula 2 ▼. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

William Shakespeare, j- 16 16. 

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays x v. 

Shakesf tare's Plays may also be had in 
57 numbers, at jH 0,30. each number. 

William Sharp, v. Miss Howard. 

Percy Bsrsshe Shelley, f 1822. 

A Selection firom his Poems x ▼. 
Na&an Sheppard (Am.), f 1888. 

Shut op in Paris x v. 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan, f 1 8 1 6. 

The Dramatic Works x v. 

J. Henry Shorthouse. 
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche , Lady 
Falaise x v. 

Rudolf C Slatin Pasha, CB. 

Fire and Sword in fhe Sudan (with 

two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

F. E. Smedley, vide Author of 

"Frank Fairlegh." 

Tobias Smollett, f 1771. 

Iloderick Random x ▼. — Humphry 
Qinker x ▼« — Peregrine Pickle a ▼• 



Author of "Society in London." 

Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident x v. 

E. (£. Somerville ft Martin Ross. 
Naboth*s Vineyard i v. 

Author of" The Spanish Brothers." 
The Spanish Brokers 2 ▼. 

Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 

The History of England 7 y. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Q. W. Steevens, f 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith x ▼. 

Laurence Sterne, f 1768. 

Tristram Shandy x v. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) x v. 

Robert Louis Stevenson, | 1894. 

Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage i v. — 
Kidnapped it. — The Black Arrow x v. — 

The Master of Ballantrae x y The Merry 

Men, etc. i v. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments x v. — 
Catriona x v. -^Weir of Hermiston x v. — 
St. Ives 2 ▼. •>- In the South Seas 2 v. 

Author of "Still Waters" (Mrs. 
Paul). 

Still Waters i v. •— Dorothy x ▼. .- Do 
Cressy x ▼. — Unde Ralph x v. — Maiden 
Sisters it. — Martha Brown x ▼.—Vanessa 

X V. 

M. C Stirling, vide Q. M. Crailb 
Prank R. Stockton (Am.). 
The House of Martha x ▼. 

Author of •The Story of a Penitent 
SouL" 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x ▼. 

Authorof •The Story of Elizabeth,'* 

vide Miss Thackeray. 

Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe 

(Am.), \ 1896. 
Unde Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 ▼. — 
A Key to Unde Tom's Cabin 2 ▼. — Dred 
2 V. — The Minister's Wooing x v. — Old- 
town Folks 2 V. 

Author 9f •'Sunbeam Stories," 
vide Mrs. Mackamess. 
Jonathan Swift (Dean Swift), \ 1 74 5. 
Gulliver't Travels X V, 
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Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) I y. 

John AddingtonSymonds, f 1893. 

Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches i y. 

S.G. Tallentyre, v, H. S. Merriman. 

Tasma. 
Undo Piper of Piper's Hill 2 y. 
Baroness Tautphoeus, \ 1893. 

Cyrilla 2 y. . — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 V. — At Odds 2 y. 

CoL Meadows Taylor, f 1876. 

Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 y. 
Templeton, vide Author of 
"Horace Templeton." 
Alfred fLord) Tennyson, -j- 1892. 
Poetical Works 8 y. — Queen Mary 
X y. — Harold 1 v. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon x y. — Locksley Hall , sixty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tireslas 
and other Poems x y. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 y. 

The New Testament, vide New. 

William Makepeace Thackeray, 

t 1863. 
' Vanity Fair 3 V. — JPendennis 3 y. ■— 
Miscellanies 8 y. — Henry Esmond 2 y. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century i y. — TheNewcomes 4 v. — Xhe 
Virginians 4 y. — The Four Georges; 
Lovel the Widower x y. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 V. — Denis Duyal x y. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 y. — Catherine 
I y. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 y. 

Miss Thackeray (Mrs. Ritchie). 

The Story of Elizabeth iv.— The Village 
on the Cliflf i y. — Old Kensington 2 y. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories x y. — 
Five Old Friends i y. — Miss Angel x y. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales x y. — 
FulhamLawn, and other Tales xy. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays x y. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales x y. — ^ Madame 
de S^vigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Divagations x v. — A Book 
of Sibyls X y. — Mrs. Dymond 2 y. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs x y. 
Thomas a Kempis, vide Kempis., 

.A. Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne a v. -- On Guard s v. — ; 



Walter Goring 2 y. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 y. — A Narrow Escape 2 y. 

James Thomson, f 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) z v. 

Author of "Thoth." 
Thoth X y. 

Author of "Tim." 

Tim X v. 

F. G. Trafford, vide Mrs. RiddelL 

Right Hon. Sir George Otto 

Trevelyan. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 y. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 y. 

Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville: 

Murray. 
Anthony TroUope, f 1882. 

Doctor Thome 2 y. — The Bertrams 

2 y. — The Warden x y. — Barchester 
Towers 2 y. — Cattle Richmond 2 y. — The 
West Indies x y. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 
-;- North America 3 V. — Oriey Farm 3 y. 

— Rachel Ray 2 y. -- The Small House 
at Allington 3 y. — Can yon foi^y« her? 

3 y. — The Belton Estate 2 y. — Nina 
Balatka x y. >~ The Last Chronicle of 
Baxset 3 y.— The Claverings 2y, — Pbineas 
Finn j v. — He knew he was right 3 y. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 y. — Sir Hany 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x y. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 y. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere x y. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 y. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil i y, — The Way we 
live now 4 y. — The Prime Minister 4 y. — 
The American Senator 3 y. — South Africa 

2 y. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 y. — An Eye for 
an Eye x y. — John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry x y. — The Duke's Children 3 y. — 
Dr.Wbrtle's School ly. — Ayala's Angel 

3 v. —The Fixed Period x y. — Marion Fay 
2 y. — Kept in the Dark x v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories x y. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories z y. — La Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories i y. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories i y. — > 
An Autobiography i y. — An Old Man's 
Love I y. 

T. Adolphus TroUope, f 1892. 

The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 

— A Siren 2 y. 

W. R. H. Trowbridge. 

The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
I v. rr A Girl of the Multittt49 z r« 
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Mark Twain (Samuel L. Clemens) 

(Am.). 
Tke Adventures of Tom Sawjrer i v. — 
The , Innocents Abroad ; or , The New 
Pilg^ms' Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 V. — *' Roughing it" i v. — The In- 
nocrats at Home z v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 ▼. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. i v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
XV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour z v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Qaimant z v. >— The £ 1 000 000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories x v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad z v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson X V. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales z v. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man Aat corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. >- A Double-Bar- 
relied Detective Story, etc. x v. 

Author of "The Two Cosmos." 

The Two Cosmos z v. 
Author pf "Venus and Cupid.'' 

Venus and Cupid z v. 

Author of " V6ra." 
Vfcra IV. — The H6tel du Petit St. 
Jean z v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.— Ninette x v. 
Victoria R. I. 
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from Z848 to z86z z v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from Z862 to 1882 x v. 
Author of "Virginia." 
Virginia x v. 

Ernest Alfred Vizetelly. 
With Zola in England z v. 

L. B. Walford. 
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 
2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget z v. 

D. Mackenzie VSTallace. 
Russia 3 V. 

Lew. VSTallace (Am.). 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Eliot Warburton, j- 1852. 
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 

Mrs. Humphry Ward. 
Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
3v. — MissBretherton z v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie CostrcU z v. — Sir George Tressady 



2 V. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. 
Susan Warner, vide WetherelL 
Samuel Warren, f 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 v. — Now and Then 
z y. — The Lily and the Bee z v. 
Author of "The Waterdale Neigh- 
bours" iTMfe Justin McCarthy. 

Theodore Watts-Dunton. 
Aylwin 2 v. 

H. G.Wells. 

The Stolen Bacillus, etc. z v The 

War of the Worids z v. — The Invisible 
Man z V. — The Time Machine, and The 
Island of Doctor Morean z v. — When 
the Sleeper Wakes z v. — Tales of Space 
and Time z v. —The Plattner Story, and 
Others z v. — Love and Mr. Lewisham x v. 

— The Wheels of Chance z v. — Antici- 
pations z V. — The First Men in the Moon 
z V. — The Sea Lady z v. 

Hugh Westbury. 
Acte2 V. 
Elizabeth Wetherell (Susan War- 
ner) (Am.), 1 1885. 
The wide, wide World z v. — Queechy 
2 V. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 
Stanley J. Wejrman. 
The House of the Wolf z v. —The Story 
of Francis Qudde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Blade z v. — 
Under the Red Robe z v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France z v. -*- The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — 
In Kings' Byways z v. 

Author of **A Whim, and its Con- 
sequences." 
A Whim, and its Consequences z v. 
Beatrice Whitby. 

The Awakening of Mary Fen wick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

Percy White. 

Mr. Bailey-Martin zv. — TheWestEnd 
2 v. — The New Christians z v. 

Walter White. 
Holidays in Tyrol z v. 

Richard Whiteing. 

The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality z v. — No. 5 John Street z v. 

— The Life of Paris z v. 
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Sidney Wliitman. 

Imperial Germany z v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs x v. — Teuton Stadies 
IT.-— Reminiscences of the King: of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman x v. 

— Conversations witii Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman z v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

George J. Whyte Melville, 'vide 

Melville. 

Author of "Who Breaks—Pays,*' 

vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Kate Douglas Wiggin (Am.). 

Timothy's Quest z v. -<- A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences XV. — Penelope's Irish Experi- 
ences z V. 

Mary E. Wilkins (Am.). 
Pembroke z v. — Madelon x v. — 
Jerome z v. — Silence, and other Stories z v. 

— The Love of Parson Lord, etc. z v. 

C J. WUls, vide P. C PhiUps. 

Mrs. J. S. Winter. 
Regimental Legends z v. 

Charles V/ood, vide Author of 
"Buried Alone." 

H. F. Wood. 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard z v. 

Mrs. Henry Wood (Johmiy Lud- 
low), t 1887. 

East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Vomer's Pridej v.— The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2 v. — Sister's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 v. — Orville College z v. — 
A Life's Secret z v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — Geox^e Canterbury's Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 V. — The Foggy Night at 0£ford ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream z v, — Within the 
Maze 2 V. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 V. — Adam Grainger z v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Tohnny Ludlow) : Lost in the Post , and 
Other Tales z v,— ATale of Sin, and Other 



Tales z V. — Anne, and Other Tales z v. — 
The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other 
Tales z v. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales x v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Othctr Tales x v. 

Daniel Woodroffe. 
Tangled Trinities x v. 

Margaret L. Woods. 
A Village Tragedy z v. — The Vaga- 
bonds z V. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. 
William Wordsworth, f 1850. 
Select Poetical Works a v. 

Lascelles Wraxall, f 1865. 
WUd Oats z V. 

Edmund Yates, f 1894. 

Land at Last 2 v.— Broken to Harness 2 v. 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. ~- Black Sheep 
2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — > Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 V. — Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 V. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 V. — The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks z v. — A Silent Witness 
2 v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v. 

Yeats, vide Levett- Yeats. 
Charlotte M. Yonge, + 1901. 

The Heir of Reddyffe 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 V. — The Daiqr Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears a ▼. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. —The Trial 
2 V. — The Qever Woman of the Family 
2 V. —The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 

— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page z v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 V. — The two Guardians z v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester z v. — My Young Alddes 
2 v. — The three Brides 2 v. — Woman- 
kind 2 V. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life z v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. —The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 ▼. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses z v. — That Stick z v. — 
Grisly Grisell z v. — The Long Vacation 
2 V. — Modem Broods x v. 

Author of "Young Mistley," vide 
Henry Seton Merriman. 

I. Zangwill. 
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. 
••Z. Z." 

The World and a Man 2 v. 



Series for the Young. 



30 Volumes, Published with Continental Copyright on the same 

conditions as the Collection 0/ English and American Authors* Vide p. i, 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Lady Barker (Lady Broome). 
Stories About : — z v. 

MariaLouisaCharlesworth,*!- 1 880. 

Ministering Children z v. 

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock), 1 1887. 
Our Year i v. — Three Talcs for Boys 
I V. — Three Tales for Girls x v. 

Georgiana M. Craik (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her welcome Tales x v. 

Maria Bdgeworth, f 1849. 
Moral Tales x v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 

Bridget ft Julia Kavanagh, -1-1877. 

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy- 
Tales z v. 

Charles ft Mary Lamb, 
-j- 1834 ^^ 1^47* 
Tales from Shakspeare z v. 

Captain Marxyat, f 1848. 
Masterman Ready z ▼. 



Mrs. Emma Marshall, f 1899. 
Rex and Regina x v. 

Florence Montgomery. 

The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
BiUliv. 

Author of •• Ruth and her Friends.** 
Ruth and herFriends. AStory for Girls i v. 

Mrs. Henry Wood, f 1887. 

William Allair x v. 

Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear- Guard of the 
Grand Army x v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word z v. — The 
Stokesley Secret z v. — Countess Kate i v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office XV.— Henrietta's Wish 
IV. — Icings of England z v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie x v. 
— P's andQ'sx v.— AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History z v. — Bye- Words x v. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

5/ Volumes, Translations from the German, published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may he imported into any country, 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Berthold Auerbach, -)- 1882. 
On the Heights, (Second Edition) ^v» — 
Brigitta x v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Georg Ebers, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2v. -^ Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestem] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

De la Motte Fouqu6, -]• 18^3. 

Undine, Sintram, etc. x v. 

Ferdinand Freiligrath, -j- 1876. 

Poems (Second Edition) x v. 

Wilhelm Gdrlach. 
. Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) x v. 



W. V. Goethe, -f 1832. 

Faust XV. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 V. 

Karl Gutzkow, f 1878. 
Through Night to Light x v. 

P. W. HacWftnder, f 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] z v. 

Wilhelm Hauff, f 1827. 
Three Tales x v. 

Paul Heyse. 

L'Arrabiata, etc. z v. — TheDead Lake, 
etc. XV. — Barbarossa, etc. x v. 

Wilhelmine von Hillem. 

The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 
z V. — The Hour will come 2 v. 
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Salomon Kohn» 
Gabriel z v. 

G. £. Lessing, f 1781. 
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti z v. 

Fanny Lewald, j- 1889. 
Stella 2 V. 

E. MarUtt, f 1887. 
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 v. 

Maria Nathusius, f 1857. 
Joachim v. Kamern> and Diary of a 
poor young Lady z v. 



Fritz Reuter, f 1874. 
In the Year *Z3 z v. — An old Story 
of my farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v. 

J. P. Friedrich Richter (Jean Paul); 

t 1825. 

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 ▼• 

Victor von Schefifel, f i886* 
Ekkebard 2 v. 

George Taylor. 

Klytia 2 v. 
Heinrich Zschokke, j 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick-Wolfen- 
buttel, etc. z v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-Worterbuchem. 

Br.=Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 

Juliana Horatia Swing, f 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von E» Roos,' Br. Ji 0,50. 
Kart. UV 0,60. — W3rterbuch. Br. Jt 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A, Miiller, Br. M 0,60. 
Kart. jH 0,70.— Wdrterbuch Br. Jt 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of the 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Von^. Roos. 
Bt.\M 0,70. Kart. .^0,80. — W6rter- 
buch. Br. J$ 0,30. 

Benjamin Franklin (Am.), f I790- 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. ITarl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Tugendjahre 
(Z706— Z730). Br. Ji z,oo. Kart. UV z,io. 



Edward Bulwer, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff, Br. jH 0,50. Kart. Ji 0,60. 
Frances Hodgson Burnett (Am.). 

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von "Dt. Ernst 
Groth, Br. jH z,50. Kart. jH z,6o — An- 
merkungen und Wdrterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 
Sara Crewe, Von Bertha Connell. Br. 
jH 0,50. Kart. jH 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Worterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 

Thomas Carlyle, f 1881. 

The Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). VmiT^x, Ludwig Herrig, Br. 
J^ z,oo. Kart. jH z,zo. 
Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock), f 1887. 

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. J6 0,80. Kart. Ji 0,90.— 
Worterbuch. Br«..^ 0,40. 

Charles Dickens, f 1870. 
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. jH z,2o. Kart. Jk z,30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. U»z,40. Kart.^z,50 — WSrter- 
buch (First and Second Series). Br. J(z,oo. 
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
G. Tanger, Br. M z,oo. Kart. Ji z.zo. 
George Eliot (Miss Evans — Mrs. 
Cross), + 1880. 
The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
-^- ad. Br. Ji z,;©. Kart. jH z,8o. 



^=/i 



n. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (Z73Z bis 
Mit einer^Beigabe : The Way to 



ealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. Ji z,20. Kart. j^ z,30. 

Edward A. Freeman, j- 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C 
Balzer. Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. jH 0,80. 

Bret Harte (Am.). 
Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G, 
Tanger. Br. JH z,40. Kart. Ji z,5o. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne (Am.). 

Wonder Book for Boys and Grirls. Von 
E. Ross. Br. J6 0,70. Kart. uV 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen undWorterbuch. Br. JK 0,40. 

Thomas Hughes, f 1898. 

Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. /. 
Schmidt, z Parts. Br. M 3,00. Kart. 
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^ 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. A 1 ,80. Part. II. apart. Br. Jl 1,30. 
Kart. M 1,40. 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

(Am.), 1 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. ff. 
,Vamkaf^en, 2 Bande. Br. UV 2,00. 
Kart. Ji 2,20. I. Band apart. Br. M x,'oo. 
Kart.UVx,io. 2. Band apart. Br.uVz,oo. 
Kart. .^1,10. 

Thomas Babington, Lord 
Macaulay, f 1859. 

England before the Restoration. 
(History of England. Chapter I.) Von 
Dr. JV.IhMe, Br. .i« 0,70. Kart. .i« 0,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter H.) Von 
I)r. W,Ihne, Br. J{x,oo. Kart. .4H,xo. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von'Dr. /mmaftuel Schmidt. Br.Jtx,oo. 
Kart. Ji z,xo. 

LordClive. (Histot. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr.^. TTkum. Br. J$ 1,40. Kart. J$ 1,50. 

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum, 
Br. Ji 0,60. Kart. M 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum, Br. UV 1,50. 
Kart. UV x,6o. 

Jufetin McCarthy. 

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32—35 of "A 

History of our own Times.*') Von Dr.^. 

Hamann, Br. M 6,60. Kart. M 0,70. 

— Worterbuch. Br. UV 0,20. 

Florence Montgomery. 

Misunderstood. Von Dr. R, Palm, 
Br. M x,6o. Kart. M x,70.— WSrterbuch. 
Br. .^0,40. 



. Sir Walter Scott, f 1832. 

The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel, 
Br. v« 1,60. Kart. .i« x,7o. 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H, LSsckkom, Br. Jb x,5o. 
Kart. JH 1,60.— W8rterbuch. Br. v« 0,50. 

Tales ofaGrand&ther. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H, LSsckkom, Br. jH 1,70* 
Kart. jH 1,80. 

V^illiam Shakespeare, -)- 1616. 

Twelfth Night; or. What you will. 
Von'DuH, Conrad, Br. .4Px,40. Kart. 
M x,5o. 

Ji^tts Cassar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt, Br. J$ x,oo. Kart. ^^ z,io. 

Macbeth. Von Dr./mmanuelSckmidt, 
Br. Jt 1,00. Kart. J$ x,xo. 

Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of 
England from the Peace of Utrecht to 
tiie Peace of Versailles. 1713— 1783.) 
Von Dr. Martin Krummacker, Br. 
M i.ao. Kart. jH 1,30. 

The Seven Years' War. Von Dr. M, 
Krummacker, Br. .^^ 1,20. Kart. JK 1,30. 

Alfred Lord Tennyson, f 1892. 

Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A, Hamann, Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. 
jH, 0,80. -^ Worterbuch. Br. jH 0,20. 

W. M. Thackeray, f 1863. 

Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Bc^fU, 
Br. Jt 1,20. Kart. UV 1,30. 

Charlotte M. Yonge. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the 
Fearless. Von B. Roos, Br. Ji 0,90. 
Kart. Ji x,oo. — Worterbuch. Br. A o,so. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Sack Volume, bound J$ 2,25". 

For English students, 
German Language of Conversation 
hY A, Schlessing, 



Far Deutsche, 
Englische Conversationssprache 

von A, Schlessing, * 

FranzOsische Conversationsspraclie 

von Z. Rollin, 
Russische Conversationssprache 

von Dr. Z, Koiransky, 



A V usage des itudiants franfats* 
Conversation All'emande par MM. 
Z. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber, 



\ 



Taochnitz Dictionaries. 

For sale and for use in all countries. 

Crown 8vo. 
English-German and German-English. (James.) Thirty-eighth 

Edition. Sewed Jt 4,50. Bound Ji 5,00. 
English-French and French-English. (James & Mol£.) Sixteenth, 

entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed Ji 5,00. Bound M 6,00. 
Englishwitalian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Twelfth 

Edition. Sewed Ji 5,00. 
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Each part with a new large Sopplement including all modern 
terms and expreaiions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. 
Vol. I. Fran9ais-Allemand-Anglais. 4ihne Edition. Avecvn grand 
Supplement de X90Z. Ji xo,oo. 
Grrand Snppl^ent da vol. I. s^ar^ent. Ji 2,00. 
„ n. English-German-French. 4th Edition. With a large Supple- 
ment published in 1902. Jt 10,00. 
Large Supplement to vol. II. separately. Jk 2,00. 
„III. Deutsch-Engllsch-Fransdsisch. 4.Atiflage. MiteinemKach- 
trage ron 1902. j^ 9,00. 
Nachtrag zu sand III. einzeln Jk x,oo. 



Pocket Dictioiiaries (same size as Taachnitz Edition). 

Bound Ji 2,25. Sewed M 1,50. 
These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kepi carefully up to date. 
English-German and German-English. Twenty-seventh Edition, 
English-French and French-English. Twenty-eighth Edition^ 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Nineteenth Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Twenty-fifth Edition^ 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Thirteenth Edition, 
Franzdsisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-FranzSsisch. Siehente Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Sechste Auflage. 
E8pagnol-Pran9ais et Fran9ai8-E8pagnol. Troisieme J^ition. 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 

Dritte Auflage. Br. Jj 3,00. Geb. J$ 4,00. 

______ 

Italienisch-Deutsch Und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini & Bitlle.) 
2 Bande. i. Band. 3. Auflage, 2. Band. 2. Auflage, Br. Ji 18,00. 
Geb. J6 20,00. Halbmarokko Ji 23,00. 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 3. Aufl. 
2 Bande. Br. Ji 15,00. Geb. Ji 17,50. Halbmarokko Jj 20,50. 

Imperial 80. 

Hebrttisch-chaldfiisches Handw6rterbuch tiber das Alte Testament 

(FCrst.) 2 Bande. Dritte Auflage, ' Ji 13,50. 
Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FOrst.) Translated from the German. 

Fifth Edition. Jj 19,00. 

Handw($rterbuch der Deutsche^ Sprache. (Weber.) Zweiund- 

zwanzigste Auflage. Br. J$ 6,00. 
Handbuch der Fremdw6rter. (y^VBEXi.) Siebzehnte Auflage. Bt.Jti.oo. 
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March 1903. i 

Tauclinitz Edition. 



Latest Volumes: 

{Continued from page 2 of cover) 

Cecilia. 

A New Novel by F, Marion Crawford. 
2 vols. — 3623. 3624. 

The Lord Protector. 

A New Novel by S. Levett- Yeats. 
I vol. — 3625. 

Lavinia. 

A New Novel by Rhoda Broughton. 
I vol. — 3626. 

A Bayard from Bengal. 

A New Humorous Work by F. Anstey. 

With eight Illustrations by Bernard Partridge. 

I vol. — 3627. 

The Lady of the Barge. 

New Tales by W. W. Jacobs. 
I vol. — 3628. 

Donovan Pasha 

and Some People of Egypt 

By Gilbert Parker. 
I vol. — 3629. 

{Continued on /as/ page 0/ cover,) 



March 1903. 

Tauchnitz Edition. 



Latest Volumes: 

{Continued from page j of cover.) 

The Four Feathers. 

A New Novel by A. E. W. Mason. 

2 vols. — 3630. 3631. 

The House under the Sea. 

A New Novel by Max Pemberton. 
I voL — 3632. 

Moth and Rust, etc. 

New Tales by Mary Cholmondeley. 

I voL — 3633. T 

The Leopard's Spots. 

A New Novel by Thomas Dixon, Jr. 
2 vols. — 3634. 3635. 

The 

Reflections of Ambrosine. 

A New Novel by Elinor Glyn. 
I vol. — 3636. 

Donna Diana. 

A New Novel by Richard Bagot 
2 vols. — 3637. 3638. 

The Tauchmtz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers and 
Railway Libraries on the Continent, price Jt ij6o. or 
^francs per volume. A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz 
n is attached to this work. 
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